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RED    DIAMONDS 

CHAPTER   XXIV 

AN    INTERVIEW 

Mr.  Hiram  Borringer  was  perplexed.  It 
was  not  often  that  that  weather-worn  mariner 
found  himself  at  fault,  but  just  now  he  confessed 
to  himself  that  he  was  puzzled.  He  thought 
that  he  had  seen  a  certain  thing  done,  he 
thought  that  he  recognised  a  certain  face,  but 
he  could  not  be  absolutely  sure  of  the  one, 
and  he  could  not  put  a  name  to  the  other. 

When  he  returned  to  the  herb  shop  on  the 
evening  of  his  meeting  with  Raven  he  was 
still  meditative.     He  sat  by  Mrs.  Borringer's 
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fireplace,  smoking — a  privilege  always  ac- 
corded to  Hiram — and  as  he  smoked  he 
thought  and  thought  deeply.  Presently,  after 
what  he  would  have  called  a  long  trick  of 
silence,  he  turned  his  mahogany-hued  face 
towards  Mrs.  Borringer  and  put  some  of  his 
thoughts  into  words. 

'  Susan,'  he  asked,  '  who  was  the  man  who 
left  your  shop  this  afternoon  just  before  I  came 
to  it?' 

Mrs.  Borringer  paused  in  her  occupation 
of  sticking  specimens  of  plants  into  an  elabo- 
rate Hortus  Siccus,  and  reflected.  For  the 
moment  she  could  not  recollect  that  anyone  in 
particular  had  come  in.  Hiram  jogged  her 
memory. 

'  A  tall  dark  man,  with  dead-looking  eyes,' 
he  suggested.  The  words  brought  up  the  man 
to  Mrs.  Borringer's  mind.  '  Why,  that  was 
Mr.  Bostock,'  she  said. 
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'  Mr.  Bostock  ! '  Hiram  repeated  after  her 
thoughtfully.  The  name  brought  no  familiar 
suggestion  to  his  mind.  '  Mr.  Bostock !  And 
who  may  Mr.  Bostock  be  ? ' 

Lydia  now  saw  her  opportunity  and  stepped 
into  the  conversation. 

'  Mr.  Bostock,  uncle,  is  the  fencing- master 
at  Lady  Scardale's  college.  He  teaches  me 
fencing.' 

'  Does  he  though  ?  '  said  Hiram,  looking  at 
his  pretty  niece  admiringly.  '  I  should  like  to 
see  you  at  it,  my  dear.' 

'  Why,  so  you  can,  uncle,  any  day  you 
please.  If  you  only  let  me  know,  I'll  tell 
Lady  Scardale.  There  is  a  fencing  lesson 
every  day.' 

'And,  of  course,  you'U  go  and  see  Lady 
Scardale  anyhow,  Hiram,'  said  Mrs.  Borringer. 
'  So  you  can  do  the  two  things  at  once  if  you 
like.'     She  knew  that  Hiram  was  not  a  man 
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who  was  readily  induced  to  pay  visits  even  to 
such  friends  as  Lady  Scardale. 

'  Quite  so,'  said  Hiram,  '  quite  so.'  Then 
his  mind  went  back  to  the  original  problem. 
He  blew  a  great  cloud  of  smoke  out  in  front 
of  him,  watched  it  vanish  in  feathery  films  up 
the  wall,  and  then,  looking  at  Lydia  this  time, 
he  asked,  '  What  sort  of  man  may  this  Bos- 
tock  happen  to  be  ?  ' 

It  was  Lydia  whom  he  addressed,  but  it 
was  Mrs.  Borringer  who  answered. 

'  For  my  part,'  she  said,  '  I  don't  like  him 
at  all.' 

Hiram  smiled  slightly.  He  knew  Mrs. 
Borringer 's  decided  opinions.  But  he  still 
looked  at  Lydia  and  still  interrogated  her. 

'  What  do  you  think  of  Mr.  Bostock,  Lydia, 
my  dear  ? ' 

Lydia  hesitated.  'I  think  he  is  a  very 
good  fencer,'  she  said  after  a  pause. 
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'Yes,  yes,'  persisted  Hiram,  'but,  apart 
from  his  fencing,  which  is  his  business  in  life 
— and  that  he  does  that  business  well  is,  so 
far,  a  good  mark  for  him — what  sort  of  a  man 
is  he?' 

'Eeally,  uncle,'  said  Lydia,  'I  hardly 
know.  I  think  I  am  inclined,  to  agree  with 
mother.' 

"  He's  not  sweet  on  you,  I  hope  ?  '  Hiram 
asked. 

Lydia  laughed.  '  No,  indeed.  I  think  Mr. 
Bostock  has  given  what  he  is  pleased  to  call 
his  heart  elsewhere.' 

'  Where,  child  .^  '  Mrs.  Borringer  asked. 

'  Well,'  said  Lydia,  '  of  course  I  don't 
know,  but  I  think,  from  the  way  in  which  he 
sometimes  looks  at  Fidelia ' 

'  Who  is  Fideha  ? '  interrupted  Hiram. 

'  Fideha  is  Fideha  Locke,  a  great  friend  of 
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Lady  Scardale's,  and  one  of  our  principals,' 
Lydia  answered. 

Hiram  mused  for  awhile. 

'  Does  this  Mr.  Bostock,'  he  asked  at  last, 
'  does  he  hve  at  the  college  ?  ' 

Lydia  shook  her  head.  '  Oh  no,  uncle,  of 
course  not.  He  lives  in  Bolingbroke  Gardens, 
Battersea.' 

'  13q  Bolingbroke  Gardens,'  added  Mrs. 
Borringer,  who  loved  accuracy  even  in  small 
details. 

'  Oh,  indeed,'  said  Hiram.  Then  he  re- 
lapsed into  silence  again,  after  which  he  began 
to  talk  of  other  things — of  some  recent 
experiences  in  his  travels,  of  a  wonderful 
talking  parrot  he  had  seen  in  a  saloon  at  Lago. 
He  chatted  away  for  half  an  hour.  Then  he 
shook  out  his  pipe,  and  said  he  thought  he'd 
be  going  home. 

'  So  early  ? '   said  Mrs.  Borringer  in  sur- 
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prise  ;  but  Hiram  answered  tliat  he  was  sleepy, 
that  he  was  tired,  that  he  had  had  a  long  day, 
and  was  curious  to  feel  himself  abed  on  dry 
land  again. 

'  Where  are  you  staying  ? '  Mrs.  Borringer 
asked — a  question  she  had  quite  forgotten  to 
put  before.  Hiram's  comings  and  goings  were 
always  so  sudden  and  unexpected  that  they 
knocked  her  sober  work-a-day  habits  of 
thought  to  pieces. 

'  I'm  quite  handy,  Susan,'  Hiram  answered. 
'  I've  put  up  at  the  Cadogan  Hotel,  in  Sloane 
Street ;  you  could  almost  call  to  me  if  you 
wanted  me,  and  hke  as  not  I'll  come  round  in 
the  morning  for  breakfast.' 

He  kissed  the  two  women  and  went  down- 
stairs. Lydia  followed  him  and  let  him  out. 
As  he  stood  in  the  doorway  he  patted  her  on 
the  cheek.  '  I  like  your  young  man,'  he  said 
cordially,  '  and,  as  far  as  I  can  see,  everything 
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promises  a  favourable  voyage.  Susan  tells  me 
he's  going  to  be  very  rich.' 

'  Yes,  uncle,  dreadfully  rich.  I'm  so 
sorry.' 

'Don't  say  that,  lass,'  Hiram  urged. 
'  Money  has  its  uses  as  well  as  its  abuses,  and, 
if  it  comes  to  that,  you  shouldn't  have  wanted 
for  a  little  yourself  if  your  young  man  hadn't 
a  penny.     Good-night,  my  dear.' 

Hiram  stepped  out  into  the  darkness, 
waved  his  hand  to  Lydia,  and  sheered  briskly 
off.  Lydia  looked  after  him  for  a  moment  and 
then  closed  the  door  and  went  upstairs  to  her 
mother. 

'  I  think  your  uncle  has  something  on  his 
mind,'  Mrs.  Borringer  said  to  Lydia  as  the  girl 
came  back  into  the  room. 

Mrs.  Borringer  was  quite  right.  Hiram 
had  something  on  his  mind,  and  if  she  could 
have  seen  him  now  his  conduct  would  have 
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much  bewildered  her,  for,  instead  of  steerincr 
direct  for  Sloane  Street  and  the  Cadogan  Hotel, 
he  went  straight  forward  till  be  came  to  the 
first  turning  on  the  right,  which  led  him  to 
Bohnorbroke  Gardens. 

Bolingbroke  Gardens  is  a  big  barracklike 
sort  of  place  let  out  into  innumerable  httle 
flats,  some  of  which  are  very  comfortable,  all 
of  which  are  more  or  less  cheap.  There  were 
a  great  many  doors  leading  to  the  different 
sets  of  flats.  After  a  little  hunting  Hiram 
discovered  the  particular  door  which  opened 
on  the  common  stair  conducting  to  flat  13q. 

Hiram  ascended  the  stairs  steadily,  like  a 
man  who  is  resolved  upon  his  course.  He  had 
a  good  many  stairs  to  ascend,  for  Xo.  13q  was 
at  the  very  top  of  the  house.  But  he  found  it 
at  last — a  small  narrow  door  with  a  small 
narrow  knocker,  and  loQ  painted  upon  it  in 
small  narrow  letters. 
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Hiram  lifted  the  small  knocker  and  knocked 
sharply.  Immediately  he  heard  sounds  of  feet 
inside,  and  the  door  was  opened  by  Bostock 
himself.  Bostock  looked  with  some  surprise 
at  the  unfamiliar  face  dimly  revealed  to  him 
by  the  small  point  of  light  in  the  lamp  that 
served  for  illumination  to  the  small  hall  or 
landing.  Hiram  peered  with  much  curiosity 
into  Bostock's  face. 

'  Mr.  Bostock,  I  believe,'  he  said. 

'  That  is  my  name,'  Bostock  answered,  still 
standing  in  the  doorway  and  barring  ingress 
with  his  body. 

'  Oh  no,  it  isn't ! '  Hiram  said  to  himself. 
What  he  said  aloud  for  Bostock  to  hear  was, 
'  Can  you  spare  me  a  few  minutes'  private  con- 
versation ?  I  have  something  important  to  say 
to  you.' 

Did  the  wretched  lamp  flicker,  or  did  Bos- 
tock's face  change  a  httle  ?     Hiram  could  not 
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be  sure.  The  voice  was  certainly  unchanged 
from  its  habitual  composure  as  Bostock  said, 
'  By  all  means.     Come  in.' 

As  he  spoke  he  drew  the  door  back  and 
motioned  to  his  visitor  to  enter.  Hiram 
passed  by  him  into  a  little  room,  poorly  fur- 
nished, which  served  for  Bostock's  sitting-room. 
The  fencing-master  lived  here  quite  by  himself 
in  a  small  flat  of  three  rooms.  He  did  any 
cooking  he  needed  for  himself,  and  the  place 
was  kept  clean  by  an  attendant  harpy  in  the 
form  of  an  elderly  charwoman,  who  filled  the 
same  kind  offices  for  other  persons  whose  way 
of  life  was  as  simple  or  as  limited  as  that  of 
Bostock. 

Bostock  motioned  ffiram  to  a  chair.  He 
did  not  now  seem  to  be  in  the  least  surprised 
by  the  unexpected  visit  or  the  lateness  of  the 
hour.     If  Hiram  had  been  a  looked-for  and 
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welcome  guest  Bostock  could  not  have  seemed 
less  surprised  at  his  presence. 

Hiram,  sitting  down,  glanced  round  the 
room  quickly,  noted  its  meagre  furniture, 
noted  a  few  fencing  plates  upon  the  wall, 
noted  a  few  books  in  a  hanging  bookcase, 
noted  the  complete  absence  of  any  attempt  at 
decoration,  at  ornament  of  any  kind.  Bostock, 
standing,  rested  his  hand  on  the  table  and 
looked  at  him.  Hiram  was  used  to  the 
scrutiny  of  human  eyes,  but  the  impassive 
composure  of  that  gaze  puzzled  and  slightly 
irritated  him.     Bostock  spoke  first. 

'  To  what,'  he  asked  with  grave  formality, 
'  do  I  owe  the  honour  of  this  visit  .^ ' 

Hiram  rested  the  palms  of  both  hands  on 
his  knees,  and  leaning  forward  looked  Bostock 
full  in  the  face. 

'  Haven't  we  met  before,  messmate  ? '  he 
asked 
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*  It  is  quite  possible,'  Bostock  answered 
coldly.  '  I  do  not  recollect — I  have  met 
many  people.' 

'  I  never  forget  faces,'  said  Hiram, 
'  though  I  sometimes  forget  names.  Didn't 
I  come  across  you  once  in  Naples  ? ' 

'  I  have  been  in  Naples,  certainly,'  said 
Bostock,  still  without  the  least  trace  of  in- 
terest in  his  voice.  '  I  was  at  Naples  some 
years  ago  in  the  pursuit  of  my  profession. 
There  is  good  fencing  to  be  found  in  Naples.' 

'  There  are  many  things  to  be  found  in 
Naples,'  said  Hiram.  Then  he  paused  as  if 
reflecting  what  he  should  say  next.  Bostock 
took  advantage  of  the  pause  and  said,  '  Very 
likely.  But  I  do  not  see  what  this  has  got 
to  do  with  me.' 

'Softly,  messmate,  softly,'  said  Hiram, 
waving  a  lean,  strong  mahogany  hand  at 
him,  a  hand  whose  wrist  was  adorned  with  a 
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kind  of  chain  of  shaped  curves  tattooed  in 
blue.  '  I  am  coming  to  that,  all  in  good 
time.' 

*  Pray  do  not  hurry  yourself,'  Bostock 
said  politely,  but  with  just  a  suggestion  of 
increased  animation  in  his  dark  eyes.  He 
shifted  his  attitude  so  as  to  lean  on  a  little 
table  which  stood  against  the  wall,  and  with 
his  left  hand  he  very  quietly  drew  the  drawer 
slightly  open. 

'  Do  you  remember  a  sort  of  dancing-shop 
and  drinking-shop  at  Naples,  down  by  the 
bay  in  the  worst  part  of  the  town — a  place 
with  a  coarse  sign  of  a  wine  bottle  and  some 
lingo  in  praise  of  wine  and  women  scrawled 
under  it  ? ' 

'  No,'  said  Bostock,  '  I  do  not  remember 
any  such  place.  My  business  in  Naples  took 
me  into  no  such  haunts.'  His  hand  had 
now  slipped  into  the  drawer  and  the  fingers 
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were  closing  over  something  inside  the 
drawer. 

'  Didn't  they  indeed  ? '  said  Hiram. 
'  Perhaps  not — perhaps  not !  Did  you  ever 
happen  to  have  a  brother  with  another  name 
than  Bostock  ?  No,  don't  move,  or  I'll  shoot 
you  where  you  stand.'  And  Hiram,  lifting 
his  hand  from  his  pocket,  levelled  a  revolver 
at  Bostock. 

Bostock  remained  motionless.  He  spoke 
without  a  trace  of  excitement.  '  My  good 
sir,'  he  said,  '  if  you  are  not  a  madman,  I 
cannot  conceive  what  you  mean  by  asking 
me  these  extraordinary  questions  and  making 
these  extraordinary  threats.  Do  you  want 
to  rob  me  ?  You  can  see  that  I  am  not 
worth  robbing.  Do  you  want  to  blackmail 
me?  You  will  not  succeed.  I  have  nothing 
that  I  want  to  conceal.' 

Hiram  whistled.     'You   are  a  cool  hand,' 
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he  said.  'But  I  thought  perhaps  you  were 
feehng  in  that  drawer  for  the  knife  you  used 
so  well  that  night.' 

Bostock  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

'  What  night  ? '  he  asked.  '  I  don't  know 
what  you  are  talking  about.' 

'  I  mean,'  said  Hiram,  '  a  night  some  five 
or  six  years  ago.  I  was  in  this  drinking- 
shop;  so  were  you,  or  your  own  brother 
for  likeness.  There  was  a  row  because  one 
of  the  girls  there  liked  a  Swedish  sailor 
better  than  you  and  drank  out  of  his  glass 
and  wouldn't  drink  out  of  yours.  There  was 
a  row  between  some  sailors  and  there  was 
a  shindy,  and  the  lights  were  put  out,  and 
when  the  lights  were  lit  again  the  Scandi- 
navian sailor  had  a  knife  in  his  neck  and 
you  had  vanished.  And  I'll  swear  you  flung 
that  knife  from  the  corner  where  you  stood, 
for   I  struck  a  match  in  the  darkness,  and 
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saw  your  face  and  your  hand  lifted  and 
heard  the  man  groan.' 

Bostock  laughed  slightly. 

'  This  is  almost  too  ridiculous,'  he  said. 
'  Who  and  what  are  you,  to  come  here 
and  talk  this  nonsense  ?  What  have  your 
drunken  escapades  to  do  with  me  .^ ' 

'  Just  this,'  said  Hiram  coolly,  '  that  we 
know  a  man  by  his  manners,  and  yours  were 
very  disagreeable  manners  then,  and  I  don't 
believe  they've  mended  much  since.  What 
were  you  doing  in  Mrs.  Borringer's  shop  this 
afternoon  ? ' 

'  I  don't  admit  your  right  to  question  me,' 
Bostock  answered,  '  but  the  answer  is  so  easy 
it  is  not  worth  while  not  to  give  it.  I  was  in 
^Irs.  Borringer's  shop  this  afternoon  asking  from 
her  skill  for  some  kind  of  sleeping  draught.' 

'  Quite  so,'  said  Hiram.  He  now  with- 
drew his  left  hand  from  the  pocket  where  it 
VOL.  III.  C 
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lay,  and  drew  out  a  small  white  package 
with  some  writing  on  it. 

'  Is  that  the  sleeping  draught  ?  ' 

He  held  the  packet  out  across  the  table. 
Bostock  leaned  quietly  forward  and  looked 
at  it. 

'I  do  not  see  how  that  could  possibly 
be  anything  intended  for  me,'  he  said.  '  I 
perceive  that  it  is  addressed  to  Captain 
Eaven.' 

'  So  it  is.  Eight  again.'  Hiram  drew 
back  his  hand  and  dropped  the  packet  into 
his  pocket  again.  '  That  is  addressed  to 
Captain  Eaven,  and  was  intended  to  reach 
its  address.' 

Bostock  shrugged  his  shoulders.  '  I  pre- 
sume so.  What  has  this  to  do  with  me  ?  ' 
He  was  leaning  back  against  the  table  again, 
but  now  both  his  hands  hung  freely  at  his 
sides. 


AN  INTERVIEW  19 

'  I  suppose  you  don't  know  what's  in  that 
packet  ? '  Hiram  asked,  watching  Bostock's 
face  closely  as  he  spoke.  But  watch  as 
closely  as  he  might,  he  could  detect  no 
shade  of  change  in  Bostock's  face. 

'  How  should  I  know  what  is  in  that 
packet  ?  '  Bostock  asked,  with  the  least  sug- 
gestion of  irritation  in  his  voice  ;  '  I  am  not 
endowed  with  the  gift  of  second  sight.' 

'  First  sight  is  good  enough  for  me,'  Hiram 
answered  sharply.  '  When  you  were  in  Mrs. 
Borringer's  shop  this  afternoon,  I  came  up 
and  saw  you  through  the  window  handling 
that  packet.  I  thought  I  knew  your  face, 
and  I  guessed  you  were  up  to  no  good. 
Now  I  find  that  this  packet,  which  was 
intended  to  convey  a  harmless  medicament, 
does  in  reahty  contain  a  very  violent  poison.' 

'  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?'  Bostock 
asked  when  Hiram  stopped  speaking.     '  Do 
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you  mean  to  suggest  that  I  put  the  violent 
poison  into  that  packet  ? ' 

'That  is  exactly  what  I  do  mean  to 
suorcrest,'  Hiram  said. 

Bostock  burst  out  laughing — a  harsh, 
cheerless,  disagreeable  laugh.  'You  are 
absurd,  quite  absurd.  Why  on  earth  should 
I  want  to  send  poison  to  Captain  Eaven  ? ' 

'  That  is  just  what  I  don't  know,  and  just 
what  I  mean  to  find  out,'  said  Hiram. 

'  Don't  you  think,'  said  Bostock,  '  that  you 
are  making  rather  a  fool  of  yourself — that  is 
to  say,  if  all  this  is  not  a  dehberate  plant, 
which  is  very  possible  ?  If  there  is  poison  in 
that  packet,  that  is  Mrs.  Borringer's  blunder. 
It  is  just  the  sort  of  mistake  a  woman  would 
make  if  she  dabbled  in  medicine,  and  if  I 
were  you  I  should  keep  this  matter  to  myself. 
The  law  does  not  look  with  a  very  favourable 
eye   upon    amateur    practitioners,   especially 
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when  tliey  make  such  a  blunder  as  to  substi- 
tute a  deadly  poison  for  a  harmless  powder.' 

Hiram's  face  glowed  with  anger.  '  Do 
you  mean  to  suggest  that  ]Mi^s.  Borringer 
could  make  such  a  mistake  as  that  ? '  he 
asked. 

*  I  mean  to  suggest  nothing  at  all,'  Bostock 
replied.  '  You  come  to  me  with  a  packet 
which  you  say  contains  poison.  I  know  that 
LIrs.  Borringer  was  making  up  some  packet 
for  Captain  Eaven  ;  I  think  too,  though  I 
know  nothing  of  herbs  and  their  properties, 
that  I  could  tell  the  very  drawer  from  which 
she  took  the  powder  that  she  used.  If  she 
made  such  an  unfortunate  blunder  as  to  sub- 
stitute poison  for  something  really  harmless 
I  am  sorry  for  her,  and  I  should  suggest 
that  the  sooner  she  suspended  her  illegal 
traffic  the  better  for  her,  and  certainly  the 
better  for  the  fools  who  trust  to  her.     But  I 
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can,  at  least,  congratulate  Captain  Eaven  on 
his  escape.' 

Hiram  was  nonplussed.  He  had  certainly- 
seen  Bostock,  as  he  thought,  handling  the 
packet.  But  Bostock's  answer  was  very 
ingenious,  and  Hiram  knew  well  how  readily 
people  would  accept  the  suggestion  of  a 
herbalist's  blunder.  He  glanced  down  on  the 
ground  for  a  moment  in  perplexity.  In  that 
moment  Bostock  had  slipped  his  hand  into 
the  open  drawer  and  taken  out  a  revolver, 
which  he  pointed  at  Hiram. 

'  Now,'  he  said,  '  it  is  my  turn  to  dictate.' 

Hiram  looked  at  the  levelled  weapon 
and  made  no  effort  to  move  or  to  raise  his 
hand. 

'I  have  not  the  least  desire  to  shoot  you,' 
said  Bostock,  'but  I  have  every  desire  to 
defend  my  life,  and  every  desire  to  be  quit 
of  your  company.      So  you  will  oblige  me 
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very  much  by  taking  yourself  off,  and  also 
by  not  honouring  me  with  any  further 
visits.' 

Hiram  got  up  and  shpped  his  own  pistol 
into  his  pocket.  '  You  are  a  smart  man,  Mr. 
Bostock,'  he  said.  'Maybe  a  trifle  too  smart. 
We  shall  see.' 

Bostock  yawned.  '  I  wish  you  would  go 
away,'  he  said  wearily.  '  Your  little  plot  has 
failed  and  you  naturally  feel  annoyed.  Good 
evening.' 

Hiram  went  to  the  door  and  opened  it. 
Then  he  turned  round  and  faced  Bostock. 
'  You  shall  hear  from  me  again.' 

'  I  hope  not,'  Bostock  answered.  '  Good- 
night.' He  turned  away  indifferently,  and 
Hiram  passing  out  opened  the  flat  door  and 
drawing  it  angrily  after  him  descended  the 
stairs.  He  could  not  help  feeling  that  he  had 
made  rather  a  muddle  of  the  business,  and 
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feeling  so  he  felt  angry  with  himself.  Bostock's 
absolute  composure  bewildered  him.  He  had 
certainly  seen  the  man,  as  he  thought,  holding 
the  packet  in  his  hands,  refolding  it,  as  it 
seemed  to  him.  That  in  itself  would  not 
have  surprised  him  if  he  had  not  in  the  one 
swift  glance  he  gave  into  the  shop,  which  he 
had  approached  softly  and  stooping  in  the 
hope  of  seeing  Mrs.  Borringer  inside  and  sur- 
prising her,  felt  convinced  that  he  recognised 
the  man's  face  as  one  famiUar  to  him  in  some 
former  villainy.  His  suspicions  had  led  him 
to  test  the  contents  of  the  packet,  and  had 
shown  that  they  were  poisonous  ;  but  was  it 
possible,  after  all,  that  Mrs.  Borringer  could 
have  blundered — Susan  of  all  women  in  the 
world?  No,  it  was  not  pcssible  ;  but  at  the 
same  time  it  was  practically  impossible  to 
bring  the  business  home  to  Bostock,  and  he  felt 
that  in  acting  as  he  had  done  he  had  gone 
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too  far,  and  had  put  a  wary  and  dangerous 
antagonist  on  his  guard. 

It  was  in  no  very  contented  frame  of 
mind,  therefore,  that  Hiram  emerged  from 
the  main  door  of  the  buildings  in  which 
Bostock's  flat  was  situated  ;  it  was  in  no  very 
contented  frame  of  mind  that  he  proceeded  to 
walk  slowly  in  the  direction  of  Sloane  Street. 
The  question  was  what  he  ought  to  do  next. 
He  would  keep  his  eye  on  Bostock,  he 
promised  himself,  as  far  as  lay  in  his  power, 
but  he  could  not  make  up  his  mind  whether 
he  ought  to  warn  people  against  him  or  not. 
Probably  the  warning  would  be  believed,  but 
at  the  same  time  Bostock's  answer  was  a 
ready  and  possible  explanation,  and  one  which 
if  auybody  accepted  it  would  certainly  cause 
Susan  Borringer  much  pain.  So  Hiram 
drifted  along  the  street  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets  woefully  puzzled- 
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But  Bostock,  left  alone  in  .his  little 
meagre  room,  stood  still  after  Hiram  had  left 
him,  counting  Hiram's  footsteps  going  down 
the  stairs.  The  look  of  indifference  which 
his  face  had  worn  during  that  interview  fell 
away  from  it  like  a  mask,  and  now  he  was  all 
eagerness,  all  intensity,  all  alertness.  All 
sorts  of  schemes  flashed  through  his  mind, 
to  be  dismissed  as  quickly  as  they  arose. 
Suddenly  he  seemed  to  decide  upon  something 
and  turned  to  go  into  his  bedroom.  As  he 
did  so  he  noticed  that  he  was  still  holding  the 
revolver  in  his  hand.  He  laughed  again — 
the  same  cheerless  laugh  that  had  grated 
upon  Hiram's  ears. 

'  Confound  those  things,'  he  muttered,  as 
he  put  it  back  into  the  drawer  from  which 
he  had  taken  it.  '  If  they  were  only  noise- 
less ! ' 

Then  he  went  into  his  bedroom  and  took 
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from  a  wardrobe  a  dingy  grey  overcoat.  He 
put  the  coat  on  and  a  soft  felt  hat.  Then 
he  went  to  his  front  door,  opened  it  cautiously 
and  looked  out.  All  was  quiet.  He  shpped 
out  on  to  the  landing  and  drew  his  door  softly 
behind  him.  Then  he  went  very  quietly  down 
the  stairs.  At  the  last  landing  but  one  he 
paused  for  a  moment  in  the  darkness.  A 
clock  began  to  strike  loudly.  At  the  last 
stroke  the  figure  of  Bostock  slipped  out  of 
the  main  doorway  of  the  building  and  moved 
swiftly  in  the  direction  that  Hiram  Borringer 
had  taken. 

Hiram  was  about  to  enter  his  hotel  when 
he  felt  himself  touched  on  the  shoulder. 
Looking  round  he  saw  to  his  surprise  that 
Bostock  was  standing  by  his  side. 

'I  beg  your  pardon,'  Bostock  said, 'but 
there  was  one  thing  I  forgot  to  say  to  you 
just  now.' 
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'  Well,'  said  Hiram,  '  what  is  it  ? ' 

'  Just  this.  You  have  made  to  my  face 
a  very  grave  charge  against  me.  That 
charge  I  have  answered.  If  you  intend  to 
repeat  that  charge  to  other  persons  I  think 
it  is  only  right  that  you  should  give  me 
warning,  that  I  may  at  least  say  to  them 
what  I  have  said  to  you  and  leave  them  to 
judge  between  us.' 

Hiram  looked  steadily  at  Bostock,  and 
Bostock  looked  steadily  back  at  him. 

'  Well,'  Hiram  said,  '  that  seems  fair 
enough.     I  suspect  you,  of  course.' 

'Because  of  an  imaginary  resemblance,' 
Bostock  interrupted. 

'  Nothing  imaginary  about  it,'  Hiram  said 
gravely.  '  It's  just  barely  possible  you  may 
not  be  the  man  I  saw  at  Naples,  but  you  are 
confoundedly  like  him.' 

'  That    proves    nothing,'     said     Bostock, 
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almost  angrily.  'I  think  it  is  most  unfair 
to  bring  such  a  charge  against  me  on  such 
flimsy  fantastic  grounds.  But  if  you  do 
bring  the  charge  against  me,  bring  it  openly 
as  a  man  should,  that  I  may  meet  it  openly 
as  a  man  should.' 

He  spoke  eagerly,  with  a  voice  full  of 
indignation.  Hiram  was  a  little  impressed. 
'  Well,'  he  said,  '  I  can  say  this  much  :  if  I 
want  to  speak  of  this  to  anyone  else,  I  will  give 
you  fair  warning  that  I  am  going  to  do  so.' 

Bostock  caught  his  hand  and  pressed 
it  warmly. 

'  Thank  you,'  he  said,  '  thank  you  ;  that 
is  all  I  ask.  That  you  should  suspect  me 
grieves  me  and  indeed  surprises  me,  but  that 
I  cannot  help.  Bring  your  charge  against 
me  when  you  please — I  shall  not  be  afraid 
to  meet  it.  I  am  quite  willing  to  let  Captain 
Raven  judge  for  himself.' 
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'  Well,'  said  Hiram,  '  I  have  said  what  I 
have  said.  I  do  suspect  you,  rightly  or 
wrongly.  I  shall  keep  my  eye  on  you,  and 
if  I  find  that  my  suspicions  are  justified,  look 
out  for  yourself.  But  if  I  speak  to  anyone 
about  this,  I  shall  let  you  know  that  I  am 
going  to  do  so.' 

'  1  ask  no  more,'  said  Bostock,  '  and  I 
expect  no  less.'  He  spoke  now  with  a  voice 
that  seemed  to  tremble  with  pain  and 
indignation.  'I  do  not  envy  you  your 
suspicious  nature  and  your  promptness  to 
form  false  impressions.  You  should  be  a 
better  judge  of  character  than  that.  Good- 
night.' 

Bostock  turned  on  his  heel  and  walked 
slowly  away  in  the  direction  by  which  he 
had  come.  Hiram  stood  looking  after  him 
for  a  few  minutes  and  whistled  softly  to 
himself. 
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'  I  wonder  if  I  have  made  a  big  mistake  ? 
I  have  half  a  mind  to  run  over  to  Xaples 
and  see  if  I  could  find  out  anything  there.' 

Hiram  left  London  that  evening  after 
taking  a  farewell  of  Lydia  and  Susan  Bor- 
ringer.  They  were  so  used  to  his  appear- 
ances and  disappearances  that  they  were  not 
in  the  least  surprised.  They  took  it  as  a 
matter  of  course,  and  said  good-bye  to  him 
on  his  journey  to  Xaples  with  as  much 
composure  as  if  he  had  announced  his 
intention  of  taking  an  omnibus  to  Putney. 
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CHAPTEE  XXy 

FEIsTING   AGAIN 

Yet  a  few  days  and  Gerald  Aspen  was  out  of 
danger.  Yet  a  few  days  more  and  he  would 
be  well  enough  to  see  his  friends.  Fidelia's 
mind,  which  at  first  had  centred  all  its  atten- 
tion on  him,  had  now  some  freedom  to 
think  over  her  own  perplexed  condition.  At 
the  first  news  of  the  attempt  made  on  his  life 
she  had  the  addition  to  her  own  miseries  of 
thinking  that  the  calamity  was  a  judgment 
upon  her  because  she  had  persisted  in  putting 
off  his  love  merely  in  the  vain  purpose  of 
finding  out  all  about  her  father's  death — 
which  now  she  bitterly  regretted  having 
troubled   herself  to    find    out.      The   whole 
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framework  of  existence  seemed  out  of  gear 
for  her.  Notliing  was  certain — but  uncer- 
tainty itself  She  was  forced  to  lead  a  life 
of  deception  with  the  man  she  loved  most 
on  earth,  with  the  woman  she  loved  most 
on  earth.  She  could  not  betray  Paipert 
Granton's  secret  to  Gerald  Aspen — she  little 
knew  that  Gerald  felt  he  could  not  betray  it 
to  her — and,  of  course,  that  secret  must  be 
for  ever  locked  away  from  Lady  Scardale. 
She  had  to  put  on  an  appearance  of  uncon- 
cerned and  familiar  friendhness  with  Granton 
lest  Lady  Scardale  should  suspect  that  any- 
thing was  wrong.  She  knew  Granton's  sole 
purpose  in  remaining  yet  in  London,  and  she 
dreaded  every  day  some  new  discovery,  some 
new  catastrophe.  She  dreaded,  too,  the  day 
when  Granton,  having  made  his  discovery, 
would  go  his  outer  way  and  leave  Lady  Scardale 
for  ever.    She  felt  strange  uneasy  doubts  about 
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Bostock.  She  dreaded  to  think  of  him  and 
Gerald  Aspen  being  together,  and  being 
friends ;  yet  she  did  not  know  how  she 
could  put  Gerald  on  his  guard  against  him 
without  suggesting  suspicions  which  she  had 
apparently  no  right  to  feel.  She  felt  very 
much  like  one  who  has  suddenly  come  into  a 
world  of  magic,  where  strange  transformations 
are  often  taking  place,  and  where  the  laws  of 
cause  and  effect  are  different  altogether  from 
those  understood  in  our  planet,  and  where, 
reasoning  merely  from  our  sort  of  knowledge, 
you  can  never  tell  what  may  happen.  She 
sometimes  began  to  think  that,  unless  she 
found  someone  to  whom  she  could  unburthen 
her  whole  mind,  the  burthen  would  begin  to 
be  too  great  for  the  mind  and  would  over- 
whelm it.  It  is  bad  to  have  to  feel  like  that 
— that  way,  she  sometimes  thought  to  herself, 
madness  lies. 
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If  there  was  anyone  who  knew  all  that  she 
knew — anyone  whatever — it  would  not  be  so 
hard  with  her. 

The  other  day  FideHa  was  forced  to  be 
reticent  with  Lady  Scardale,  because  she  was 
timid  about  the  telling  of  her  love  for  Gerald, 
and  Gerald's  love  for  her,  and  their  curiously 
qualified  engagement.  Xow  that  was  all  con- 
fessed and  known — and  yet  the  reticence,  the 
suppression,  had  to  be  exercised  still.  Lady 
Scardale  must  never  know  what  she  knew  ;  in 
other  words,  she  must  always  keep  at  least 
one  secret  from  her  patroness  and  her  friend. 
'  It  is  hard  on  us,'  Fidelia  said  ;  '  we  want  to 
be  honest  and  frank,  and  to  have  no  secrets 
from  those  we  love,  and  things  will  not  let  us 
be  what  we  want  to  be.'  Again  there  was 
growing  up  in  her  mind  this  strange  feeling 
about  Bostock — this  curious  suspicion  founded 
on  she  knew  not  what.    Could  she  give  any  hint 
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of  that  to  Lady  Scardale  ?  Surely  not ;  surely 
she  had  no  right,  and  could  have  no  right,  to 
interfere  with  the  future  of  a  hard-working 
young  man  on  a  vague  unmeaning  suspicion. 
What,  in  fact,  was  the  suspicion  ?  She  could 
not  tell ;  she  could  not  put  it  into  definite 
words.  There  was  his  sudden  avowal  of 
love  to  her,  there  were  his  threats,  and  she 
had  not  forgotten  the  fencing  scene,  and  the 
surprise  and  distrust  expressed  by  Eupert 
Gran  ton.  Ought  she  to  talk  to  Gran  ton, 
and  tell  him  of  her  grave  suspectings  ?  Oh 
no,  she  could  make  no  confidant  of  the  man 
who  had  killed  her  father.  Let  there  be 
peace  between  them ;  she  now  knew  well 
enough  that  her  father  had  not  been  mur- 
dered, but  between  her  father's  daughter 
and  the  man  who  even  in  fair  fight  had  killed 
her  father  there  must  for  ever  be  a  wall  of 
brass.    When  Gerald  was  quite  well,  when  he 
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was  quite,  quite  well,  she  would  tell  him,  of 
course,  and  if  he  should  think  her  alarms 
absurd,  well,  then,  of  course,  she  might  take 
it  that  they  were  absurd.  But  in  the  mean- 
time, as  Hamlet  says,  '  Break  my  heart,  for  I 
must  hold  my  tongue.' 

She  was  glad,  one  afternoon,  when  sitting 
with  Lady  Scardale  in  the  fencing  saloon, 
before  the  lessons  began,  she  heard  the  an- 
nouncement of  a  visit  from  Captain  Eaven. 
Dearly  as  Fideha  loved  Lady  Scardale  she 
was  glad  now  to  have  a  chance  of  not  being 
left  too  much  alone  with  her. 

Captain  Eaven  entered,  superb  in  a  sum- 
mery suit  of  grey,  with  buttoned  boots,  whereof 
the  upper  part  was  grey  and  the  tops  were 
shiny  kid.  Captain  Eaven  was  a  man  made 
to  wear  good  clothes  ;  they  became  him,  and 
he  set  them  off  to  advantage.  He  always 
amused  Lady  Scardale.     She  would  not  have 
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liked  a  son  or  a  brother  to  be  just  such  a 
man  ;  but  she  made  allowance  for  Eaven,  as 
she  knew  him  to  be  a  gentleman  at  heart  and 
by  nature,  and  she  put  up  with  his  emptiness, 
and  what  she  considered  his  frivolity. 

'  Just  been  to  see  Aspen,  poor  old  chap,' 
Eaven  said.  '  He's  getting  along  all  right — 
soon  will  be  out,  they  tell  me.' 

'  Yes,  I  am  delighted,'  Lady  Scardale  said. 

'  You  are  delighted,  Miss  Locke,  ain't  you  ?  ' 

'  Oh  yes.  Captain  Eaven,  I  am  delighted.' 

Eaven  had  not  the  faintest  notion  of  any 

engagement  between  Aspen  and  Fidelia.     He 

only  put  the  question  because  he  liked  talking 

and  loved  to  talk  to  everyone  all  round,  and 

would   really  almost  as  soon  talk  to  elderly 

women  as  to  pretty  girls. 

'  Hullo,  Bostock  ! '  he  said,  '  how  are  you  ?  ' 
For  the  professor  had  now  entered  the  hall, 
apparently    about   to   begin   practising   with 
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some  of  his  pupils.  He  had  to  join  the  group 
and  take  Eaven's  outstretched  hand.  Bostock 
seemed  always  as  eager  to  abstain  from  talking 
as  Raven  was  to  talk. 

'You  did  that  pluckily  the  other  night, 
Bostock — that  little  job — eh  ?  Didn't  he, 
Lady  Scardale  ?  didn't  he,  ]\Iiss  Locke  ?  ' 

'  What  little  job,  Captain  Eaven  .^  '  Bostock 
asked,  with  solemn  voice  and  with  all  un- 
conscious eyes. 

'  Why,  of  course,  that  little  bit  of  business 
on  the  Embankment.  Good  man !  Capital 
thing  it  was  for  Aspen  that  you  happened  to 
be  there  just  in  the  nick  of  time.' 

'  I  didn't  happen  to  be  there.  I  followed 
Aspen  on  purpose,  because  I  thought  he  was 
in  danger.' 

'  Eight  you  are  ! ' 

'  We  all  owe  Mr.  Bostock  such  a  debt  of 
gratitude  ! '  Lady  Scardale  said  warmly.     She 
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was  glad  that  the  poor  drudge  of  the  college 
fencing  school  should  turn  out  a  hero  and 
have  praise. 

'But  I  say,  Bostock,'  the  irrepressible 
Eaven  continued,  '  I  should  have  thought  you 
would  hold  on  to  that  red-bearded  chap. 
Gad  !  I  think  if  I  were  you  I  should  have 
stuck  to  him  like  grim  death  to  an  expiring 
nigger,  as  they  used  to  say  in  America  long 
ago.' 

'  He  stabbed  me  in  the  arm,  or  I  should 
have  tried  to  hold  on,'  Bostock  said.  '  And 
he  was  a  stronger  man  than  I  am.' 

'  Well,  with  such  biceps  !  Anyhow,  he 
has  sot  off,  and  there's  no  use  in  talking 
about  it.' 

'But  he  will  be  taken,  of  course,'  Lady 
Scardale  said  with  confidence.  '  The  police 
will  find  him.' 

'  Oh,  the  police ! '  Eaven  said  in  unutter- 
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able  scorn.  '  Why  don't  they  get  Jack  the 
Ripper  ? — why  don't  they  get  anyone  ?  ' 

'  I  gave  them  all  the  help  I  could,'  Bostock 
said. 

'  So  you  did — good  man  again  !  But,  I 
say,  wasn't  it  funny  your  turning  up  with  him 
each  time  ?  Third  time  you'll  get  him,  see  if 
you  don't.  Lady  Scardale,  I  bet  anything  our 
friend  Bostock  grabs  that  red-headed  chap 
the  very  next  attempt.' 

'  What  next  attempt  ? '  Fidelia  asked  in 
some  trepidation. 

'There's  sure  to  be  a  next  attempt,  you 
know.  This  is  some  fellow  who  has  an  eye  to 
kilhng  off  all  the  heirs  he  can  before  the  first 
of  January.  Daresay  I  shall  be  the  next ; '  and 
Raven  laughed  a  jolly  laugh,  as  if  nothing 
could  be  more  amusing  and  delightful  than 
the  prospect  of  soon  having  a  murderer 
attempting  one's  life. 
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'  Oh,  Captain  Eaven ! '  Fidelia  said  in 
alarmed  remonstrance. 

'  Yes,  but  you  see,  it  would  be  all  in  due 

course.  First  there's '  and  then  he  stopped 

a  little  confused,  for  he  remembered  about 
Fidelia's  father  ;  first  there's  old  Seth  Chic 
kering,  and  then  there's  Gerald  Aspen,  and  I 
should  fancy  I  ought  to  be  the  next  man, 
for  I  don't  suppose  the  fellow  will  be  un- 
gentlemanly  enough  to  go  for  you,  Miss 
Locke.' 

'  Oh,  I  don't  believe  all  that  theory,' 
Lady  Scardale  interposed.  '  I  can't  believe  in 
such  a  scheme — in  such  unspeakable  wicked- 
ness.' 

'What  is  your  theory,  Lady  Scardale 
what  is  your  theory  ?  ' 

'  I  haven't  any  theory  ;  but  I  don't  believe 
it  was  the  same  man,  and  I  don't  believe  in 
any  plot.' 
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'  Well,  but  look  here ;  here  is  our  friend 
Bostock,  who  saw  the  same  man  each  time. 
You  did,  Bostock,  eh  ?  ' 

'  I  saw  the  same  man  each  time,'  Bostock 
said  slowly. 

'  But  you  did  not  see  him  engaged  in  any 
murderous  work  the  first  time  ? '  Lady 
Scardale  asked. 

'  No,  but  he  was  on  the  ground,  not  far 
from  the  scene  of  the  murder,  and  he  was 
trying  to  escape.' 

'  At  least  he  was  running  somewhere,' 
Lady  Scardale  observed.  Lady  Scardale  had 
no  particular  mission  to  defend  the  red-bearded 
man  ;  she  was  only  concerned  to  make  out 
that  there  was  no  deliberate  plot  to  commit 
a  series  of  murders — for  that,  she  thought, 
would  be  crime  too  bad  for  even  poor  fallen 
humanity  to  descend  to. 

'  Oh,  by  Jove  !  I  fancy  we  may  take  it  he 
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was  trying  to  escape.  Eatt  Gundy  saw  him 
too,  and  told  much  the  same  story  as  our 
friend  Bostock.' 

'Who  really  is  Eatt  Gundy?'  Lady 
Scardale  asked.  Fidelia  felt  the  colour  rising 
to  her  cheeks,  and  she  had  an  uneasy  con- 
sciousness that  Bostock  was  watching  her 
closely. 

'  Oh,  well,  Eatt  Gundy,'  Eaven  said,  'was 
one  of  the  chaps  who  were  out  in  the  mines, 
you  know.  He  was  a  great  pal  of  my  poor 
brother's.' 

'  Indeed,'  Lady  Scardale  said  with  kindhng 
curiosity  ;  *  you  know  something  about  him 
then  ? ' 

'  Very  little,  Lady  Scardale,  except  that 
he  was  a  chum  of  my  brother's.  Saw  him 
here — time  of  the  murder  and  the  inquest — 
nice  sort  of  fellow  I  thought — plenty  of  talk, 
plenty  of  pluck.' 
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*  Wasn't  he  suspected  at  the  time  of  having 
some  share  in  the  murder  ? '  Lady  Scardale 
asked. 

'  He  was  indeed,'  Bostock  said  earnestly, 
'  very  much  suspected.' 

'  Oh,  but  come,  that's  all  nonsense,  you 
know,'  Eaven  said.  '  My  brother  wasn't  a 
very  clever  fellow,  but  you  may  bet  anything 
you  hke  that  he  never  took  up  with  any  chap 
whp  was  capable  of  committing  or  planning  a 
murder.  No,  no,  I'll  answer  for  poor  old 
Percy,  and  for  his  sake  I'll  answer  for  Eatt 
Gundy  too.  We  don't  chum  on  with  cut- 
throats as  a  rule,  we  Eavens.' 

'  Where  is  Eatt  Gundy  now  ? '  Bostock 
asked. 

'  Murdered,  as  hke  as  not,'  Eaven  answered 
coolly,  •  by  your  red-headed  friend.  Dropped 
into  a  river  somewhere — into  the  Thames  very 
likely.     I  hope  he  isn't,  for  if  he  is  disposed 
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of  I  shall  be  the  next  one  to  go  for.  I  think 
it's  too  bad,  Lady  Scardale,  to  be  so  desper- 
ately hard  up  for  years,  and  then  to  come  on 
the  very  brink  of  a  fortune,  and  suddenly  to 
be  knocked  on  the  head  before  one  has  the 
chance  of  enjoying  it.  Hang  it  all !  if  the 
red-headed  Bogey  Man  would  only  give  me  a 
year's  fling  with  the  money  I  should  not  mind 
so  much.' 

'  You  don't  really  believe  in  all  that. 
Captain  Raven  ?  '  Lady  Scardale  asked. 

Fidelia  was  listening  with  the  most  intense 
interest.  She  felt — she  could  not  tell  why — 
as  if  the  most  careless  word  spoken  in  that 
talk  might  light  her  soul  along  the  way  to 
some  explanation  of  the  terrible  mystery  that 
seemed  to  be  darkening  around  her  and  some 
of  those  whom  she  loved. 

'  Well,  you  know,  it  all  looks  very  like  it,' 
Kaven  rephed.     '  Just  let's  see  if  there  won't 
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be  another  attempt  on  poor  Aspen — soon  as 
he  gets  well,  poor  chap.' 

Fideha  almost  betrayed  herself  by  her 
start — had  very  nearly  betrayed  herself  by  a 
scream. 

'  Please,  Captain  Raven,  don't  talk  like 
that,'  Lady  Scar  dale  pleaded. 

'  Very  well.  Lady  Scardale  ;  then  perhaps 
the  next  attack  will  be  on  me.  Well — it 
won't  be  quite  an  easy  job.  I  shall  be  on  the 
look-out,  and  if  I  only  get  that  red-haired 
man  within  my  grip,  hanged  if  I  don't  see 
whether  the  red  beard  won't  come  off.' 

Fideha  glanced  at  Bostock.  Was  it  her 
fancy  ?  Or  did  the  eyes,  usually  so  unex- 
pressive,  suddenly  emit  one  gleam  of  what 
Thomas  Carlyle  has  called  '  hell  fire  '  ? 

'You  think  the  red  beard  is  a  disg-uise 
then  ?  '  Lady  Scardale  asked. 

'  I    don't    know — that    occurred    to    me 
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among  other  things.  What  I  should  like  to 
know  is,  where  is  the  chap  called  Japhet  Bland 
— the  one  heir  who  hasn't  turned  up  at  all  ?  ' 

Again  Fidelia  turned  her  eyes  quietly 
and  cautiously  on  Professor  Bostock.  He  was 
just  then  trying  the  balance  of  a  foil,  with  the 
manner  of  one  who  has  withdrawn  from  the 
conversation.  She  determined,  on  the  spur  of 
the  moment,  to  drag  him  into  the  conversation 
again. 

'  Professor  Bostock,'  she  said,  '  you  know 
more  about  all  this  than  any  of  us ' 

'  Pardon  me,'  he  answered,  '  I  have  never 
been  in  South  Africa.' 

'No.  I  meant  about  these  murders  and 
attempts  at  murder  here  in  London.  You 
have  a  theory  about  this  missing  Japhet  Bland 
— I  read  something  in  the  papers  about  it.' 

'  I  have  a  theory,'  he  said  composedly.  '  I 
have  formed  it  probably  with  very  little  to  go 
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on — almost  nothing,  I  may  say.     But  still  I 
have  a  theory.' 

'  Do  you  think  this  man,  Eatt  Gundy,  is 
dead  ? ' 

Again  she  studied  his  face. 

'  No.     I  don't  believe  he  is  dead.' 

'  And  Mr.  Bland — what  about  him  ?     Do 
you  think  he  is  dead  ? ' 

'  Xo.     I  think  not.     I  fancy  he  will  appear 
in  good  time.' 

'  But  why  should  he  have  kept  in  the  back- 
ground so  long  ?     It  seems  unmeaning.' 

'  How  can  one  tell.  Miss  Locke  ^  He  may 
have  some  good  motive.' 

'  Yes.  I  have  read  in  the  papers  that  you 
have  a  theory  about  his  acting  the  part  of  a 
kind  of  watching  Providence  or  guardian  angel, 
but,  if  so,  has  he  not  been  a  little  late  in  his 
guardian  angelship  ?  ' 

'  Who      can      tell  ? '    Bostock     gloomily 

VOL.    III.  B 


50  RED  DIAMONDS 

answered.  'Perhaps  he  believes  that  the 
worst  attempt  is  yet  to  be  made  and  that  he 
sees  the  way  to  foil  it.' 

'  How  very  romantic  I  Have  you  any 
reason  for  forming  this  odd  theory,  Mr. 
Bostock?' 

'  None — no,  none  whatever,  except  the 
facts  and  conditions  we  all  know.  The  man 
must  have  some  motive  for  not  coming 
forward  to  claim  his  just  rights  ;  it  would 
seem  only  probable  that  he  has  a  good 
motive.' 

'  Perhaps  the  chap  is  away  in  South 
Africa,'  Eaven  suggested. 

'  No,'  Bostock  answered.  '  At  least,  Seth 
Chickering  and  the  man  who  called  himself 
Eatt  Gundy  did  not  seem  to  think  so.' 

'  Man  who  called  himself  Eatt  Gundy  ? 
Have  you  any  reason  to  think  that  his  name 
was  not  Eatt  Gundy  ?  ' 
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Then,  indeed,  Fidelia's  eyes  rested  eagerly 
for  a  moment  on  the  face  of  Bostock,  and  for 
a  moment  after  on  the  face  of  Lady  Scardale. 

'  I  have  no  reason,'  Bostock  said  slowly, 
^  but  it's  an  odd  sort  of  name,  and  men  in 
those  places  don't  always — or  often — call 
themselves  by  their  own  name.' 

'  In  those  places,  Mr.  Bostock  ? '  Fideha 
asked.     '  What  places  ?  ' 

'  Those  far-off  places.' 

'  Do  people  always  call  themselves  by 
their  own  names  in  places  nearer  home  ? ' 

Her  eyes  met  his  and  bore  in  perfect 
composure  his  look  of  doubt,  distrust  and 
wonder. 

'  Xo,  I  suppose  not,'  he  answered  delibe- 
rately. '  I  presume  false  or  feigned  names 
are  common  everywhere.' 

'Where  people  have  something  to 
conceal  ? ' 
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'  Naturally — I  suppose  so — where  people 
have  something  to  conceal.' 

'  Something  bad  ?  ' 

'  Not  necessarily  bad,  surely — a  man  might 
want  to  conceal  some  great  and  good  purpose 
until  the  right  time  came — until  the  right 
time  came.'  Bostock  repeated  the  words  as 
he  looked  fixedly,  inquiringly,  into  the  girl's 
eyes. 

'  And  tell  no  one  of  it  ?  ' 

'  Yes,  and  tell  no  one  of  it — for  the 
time.' 

Fidelia  and  Professor  Bostock  had  had 
many  a  bout  of  fencing  together  openly  and 
before  the  public.  Now  they  were  having  a 
bout  of  fencing  concerning  which  the  lookers 
on  knew  nothing.  But  each  of  the  fencers 
understood  the  game — at  least  each  quite 
understood  that  there  was  a  trial  of  skill 
soing   on.     Bostock  did   not   know    what    it 
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might  be  of  which  FideHa  suspected  him,  but 
he  knew  beyond  doubt  that  she  suspected 
him  of  something,  and  he  knew  that  a  single 
wrong  movement  on  his  part  might  convert 
her  suspicion  into  conviction.  Fideha  did 
not  really  know  what  sohd  grounds  she  nad 
for  her  suspicions,  but  it  was  more  and 
more  borne  in  upon  her  that  the  suspicions 
were  a  guiding  hght  to  a  momentous  dis- 
covery. She  therefore  watched  every  ghmpse 
of  Bostock's  eye  as  she  would  have  done  if 
she  were  engaged  in  an  ordinary  fencing 
match  with  him.  Meanwhile  Lady  Scar  dale 
and  Captain  Eaven  sat  and  listened,  utterly 
unconscious  that  anything  in  particular  was 
going  on.  FideUa  was  gratified  by  their 
evident  unconsciousness.  '  I  want  to  fight 
out  this  wager  of  battle  for  myself,'  she 
thought.     '  I  have  gone  into  it  uncounselled 
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and  unaided  ;  I  mean  to  go  through  with  it 
uncounselled  and  unaided  too.' 

For  a  moment,  however,  she  thought  there 
had  been  fencing  enough.  It  would  never  do 
to  call  the  attention  of  the  outer  world  to  the 
game  which  had  yet  to  be  played  out  between 
these  two.  Suppose  she  should  be  quite 
wrong  ?  Suppose  Bostock  should  be  simply 
what  he  professed  to  be — a  clever  teacher  of 
fencing  at  a  girls'  school  ?  Yes,  but  he  had 
told  her  that  he  was  not  that.  He  had  made 
love  to  her  and  asked  her  to  marry  him,  and 
imphed,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  that  he  was  not 
seeking  her  because  she  was  to  have  money — 
that  he  could  bring  her  more  money  than  she 
could  bring  to  him.  Now,  on  the  assumption 
that  he  was  not  an  actual  madman — and  she 
could  see  no  reason  for  thinking  him  mad — 
these  assertions  warranted  her  in  looking  out 
tor  some  explanation  which  should  give  the 


FENCING  AGAIN  55 

reason  why  Professor  Bostock  kept  quiet  and 
lay  low.  She  also  wanted  to  know  why 
Professor  Bostock,  who  was  in  all  the  inter- 
course of  daily  life  a  very  pattern  of  pro- 
priety, should  have  threatened  her,  or  those 
she  cared  for,  with  disastrous  consequences  if 
she  were  to  refuse  to  hsten  to  his  appeal. 
Out  of  all  this  Fidelia  could  form  but  one 
theory,  and  that  was,  that  Professor  Bostock 
was  Japhet  Bland. 

That  theory  was  much  enforced  by  the 
fact  that  Bostock  himseK  had  announced  his 
belief  that  Japhet  Bland  was  keeping  in  th 
background  in  order  to  carry  out  some 
benevolent  purpose.  Now  by  her  skill  of 
fence  she  had  just  induced  him  to  develop 
this  idea  still  further,  and  to  explain  that  he 
thought  Japhet  Bland  was  keeping  back  in 
order  to  be  able  to  counteract  at  the  right 
moment  some  scheme  more  terrible  than  any 
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that  had  yet  been  attempted.  '  Just  so,'  she 
thought  contemptuously ;  '  some  scheme 
against  me,  the  only  woman  in  the  business ; ' 
some  scheme  to  carry  her  olBT,  to  kill  her 
perhaps,  which  he.  Bland,  was  to  prevent  at 
the  nick  of  time,  and  so  earn  her  gratitude. 
Beyond  that  degree  of  suspicion  Fidelia  did 
not  get.  No  darker  thoughts  in  connection 
with  the  possible  Japhet  Bland  had  yet  arisen 
in  her  mind. 

'  Yes,'  she  said  dreamily,  '  one  can  under- 
stand this  man  having  a  beneficent  purpose  in 
keeping  back.  But,  of  course,  I  don't  know 
anything  about  him,  nor  do  you  either,  Mr. 
Bostock  ?  ' 

'  We  have  all  read  that  his  father  was  mur- 
dered,' Bostock  said  gloomily.  'He  might 
want  to  convict  the  murderers.' 

'  Ah,  but  that  was  not  the  kind  of  purpose 
you  were  supposing.' 
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'  It  might  be  one  purpose — a  lesser  pur- 
pose.' 

'  But  about  the  other  purpose  ;  would  he 
not  tell  the  object  of  that  purpose  what  he 
really  meant  to  do  ?  '  She  gave  an  encouraging 
look  to  Professor  Bostock. 

'  I  should  think  he  would  like  to  tell  her,' 
Bostock  said  after  a  moment's  silence. 

Fideha's  eyes  flashed  with  triumph.  '  Her 
— to  tell  Iter!     Who  had  spoken  of  a  woman  ? 

'  I  don't  quite  know  what  you  are  talking 
about,'  Lady  Scardale  said. 

'  Xor  I,  by  Jove  ! '  Eaven  added.  '  You 
have  gone  clean  ahead  of  me.  You  are  in- 
venting all  sorts  of  theories  and  explanations 
about  a  man  whom  neither  of  you  ever  saw 
in  all  your  hves.' 

'  Professor  Bostock  and  I  have  the  rare 
gift  of  imagination,'  Fideha  said. 

'  By     Jove  I     and     so     you     have,'    was 
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Eaven's  comment.  '  Why  you  have  been 
talking  on  as  if  this  confounded  Japhet 
Bland,  or  whatever  his  beastly  name  is,  was 
the  early  friend  of  both  of  you.' 

'  Is  there  really  such  a  man  at  all  ? '  Lady 
Scardale  asked,  incredulously. 

'Oh  yes,'  Fidelia  answered  with  confi- 
dence, and  she  allowed  her  eyes  again  to  rest 
upon  Bostock. 

'But,  Fidelia,  my  dear,  how  do  you 
know  ? ' 

'  One  gets  to  know  things,'  Fideha 
answered  composedly ;  '  and  then  you  re- 
member Mr.  Aspen  told  us  that  Seth  Chicker- 
ing  believed  in  the  existence  of  this  Japhet 
Bland,  and  that  Mr.  Eatt  Gundy  believed 
in  it.' 

'  I  don't  think  I  feel  much  interest  in 
Mr.  Japhet  Bland,'  said  Eaven  with  a  laugh. 
'  He  can't  cut  down  our  share  of  the  money 
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very  much,  Miss  Locke,  even  if  lie  should  turn 
up  at  the  right  time  ;  there's  enough  for  him 
and  for  us  too.  But  I  am  a  good  deal  inter- 
ested in  the  man  with  the  red  beard.  I  may 
perhaps  have  a  tussle  with  him  one  of  these 
dark  nights.' 

'  Do  you  believe  in  the  red-bearded  man, 
Mr.  Bostock  ?  '  Fideha  asked. 

'  Why,  surely,'  he  said.  '  I  have  seen  the 
man  more  than  once.' 

'  No,  I  did  not  mean  that.  Do  you 
believe  he  is  really  what  he  appears  to  be,  or 
that,  as  Captain  Raven  suggests,  the  beard 
would  come  off  if  a  strong  man  took  hold 
of  it?' 

'  I  cannot  tell,'  Bostock  said  sullenly.  '  I 
have  had  no  means  of  knowing.  The 
man  always  seemed  most  anxious  to  dis- 
appear.' 

'  Well,'  Fidelia  said  resignedly,  '  I  suppose 
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we  shall  know  all  about  it  sometime  We 
must  wait.' 

'  We  can  wait/  Bostock  said 

'  By  Jove  !  we've  got  to,'  was  the  comment 
of  Captain  Eaven. 

Then  Fidelia  said  suddenly  : 

'  Mr.  Bostock,  are  you  incHned  to  try  a 
bout  with  the  foils  ?  I  don't  suppose  we  can 
do  much  good  by  speculating  on  Mr.  Japhet 
Bland  and  the  man  with  the  red  beard  just 
now.' 

'  I  shall  be  only  too  delighted,'  Bostock 
said,  and  a  light  gleamed  in  his  eyes  as  he 
prepared  for  the  encounter. 
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CHAPTEE  XXVI 

WHICH    WINS? 

Raven  sat  with  Lady  Scardale  and  watched 
the  fencing  for  a  few  minutes.  Fidelia,  as  we 
know,  was  a  brilliant  fencer,  and  Eaven  liked 
Fidelia,  and  liked  to  see  her  distinguish  her- 
self. But  he  did  not  stop  long.  He  knew 
that  the  moment  was  fast  approaching  when 
Lydia  would  be  leavincr  the  coUecfe  and  going 
back  to  Mrs.  Borringer's,  and  that  was  the 
moment  for  which  he  had  been  waitino-  all 
day.  So  he  presently  rose  and  said  he  must 
be  off.  Fidelia  saluted  Bostock  with  her  foil, 
and  came  to  say  good-bye  to  Eaven.  She 
liked  Eaven,  for  she  liked  Lydia,  and  she 
knew  well   enough   that  Lydia  liked  Eaven. 
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Eeading  character  quickly,  she  felt  sure  from 
the  first  that  Eaven  was  honestly  and  sincerely 
in  love  with  Lydia,  and  she  liked  him  for  it, 
and  in  her  heart  forgave  him  for  the  hinted 
folhes  of  his  younger  days.  He  had  not 
changed  in  the  least  with  the  prospect  of 
riches,  and  for  that  too  she  Hked  him.  So  she 
shook  him  warmly  by  the  hand. 

After  he  had  gone  Lady  Scardale  stayed  a 
little  while  in  the  room,  but  she  was  presently 
called  away  to  attend  to  some  college  business. 
Then  Fidelia,  who  up  to  that  time  had  been 
carrying  on  her  fencing  lesson  with  more  of 
patient  determination  than  of  actual  interest, 
gave  a  sigh  of  relief  and  said  that  she  would 
stop. 

'  You  do  not  seem  to  give  your  mind  to 
your  fencing  to-day,'  said  Bostock  gravely. 

'  I  was  not  thinkinof  about  fencincr,  Mr. 
Bostock,'  she  said. 
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'  I  knew  well  you  were  not.' 

'No,  my  mind  was  on  something  quite 
different.' 

'  May  I  ask  what  it  was  ? '  He  had 
lowered  his  foil  and  was  waiting  in  a  respectful 
listening  attitude. 

'  We  have  had  a  little  fencing  bout  to-day 
already — have  we  not  ? ' 

'  I  suppose  so,'  he  said  grimly. 

'  Do  you  not  know  it  ?  Could  you  have 
the  least  doubt  about  it  ?  ' 

'  No — not  the  least.  You  think,  Miss 
Locke,  that  you  have  made  some  great  dis- 
covery about  me  ? ' 

'Think?     No— I  don't  think— I  know  it.' 

'  Your  discovery  is ?  ' 

'  As  if  you  didn't  know  !  My  discovery  is 
that  you  are  not  Professor  Bostock.' 

'  I  told  you  outright  the  other  day  that  I 
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was  not  what  I  was  giving  myself  out  to  be,' 
he  said. 

'Yes — but  you  did  not  tell  me  who  you 
were.  For  all  your  declarations  of  love  you 
did  not  trust  me  so  far  as  that.  You  left 
that  to  me  to  find  out  for  myself.  Very  well, 
I  have  found  it  out,  and  I  owe  you  no  grati- 
tude for  confidence.  You  had  better  have 
trusted  me  in  all  or  not  at  all,  Mr.  — 
Bostock !  You  only  aroused  my  curiosity 
instead  of  appealing  to  my  confidence  !  You 
don't  know  .much  about  women,  I  fancy.' 

'  I  do  not,'  he  answered  sullenly.  '  I  have 
never  cared  about  women — I  have  only  cared 
for  one  woman  in  my  life ' 

'  Oh  yes,  I  know — for  me,  of  course, 
with  a  contempt  which  was  quite  purposely 
put  on. 

'  Yes,  you,  of  course,'  he  answered  with 
suppressed   passion.     'You,  of  course,   from 
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the   first    day   when    I    saw    you    I    loved 
you.' 

'  But  you  could  not  trust  me,  Mr. — Japhet 
Bland .? ' 

His  dark  face  flushed  for  a  moment  as  he 
heard  the  name.  She  fixed  him  with  her 
glittering  eyes.  Her  whole  soul  was  set  on 
bringing  him  down  to  her  feet — on  tamincr 
him  and  mastering  him  and  making  herself 
possessor  of  his  secret,  whatever  it  might  be. 

'  How  did  you  get  to  think  that  I  am 
Japhet  Bland  ?  ' 

'  How  ?  How  does  one  get  any  right  in- 
spiration ?  Because  I  suppose  it  is  given  to 
one  by  some  higher  power  acting  for  good.  I 
know  that  you  are  Japhet  Bland.  Tell  me 
that  you  are  not,  if  you  dare.' 

'  I  am  Japhet  Bland.  I  meant  to  have 
told  you  all,  sooner  or  later.' 

VOL.  III.  F 
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'  If  you  knew  anything  at  all  about  women, 
you  would  have  told  me  sooner  and  not  later. 
You  have  told  me  nothing — I  have  guessed 
it  all  and  dragged  it  all  from  you.  I  have 
beaten  you  in  this  fencing  match,  Professor 
Bostock.' 

'  You  have,'  he  said  ;  '  you  could  beat  me 
at  anything.  I  love  you  too  much — I  am 
your  slave.  What  do  you  propose  to  do  with 
me?' 

'  I  propose,  first  of  all,  to  find  out  all  about 
you.' 

'  All  about  me  ? ' 

*  Yes ;  what  you  are  playing  this  part 
for — why  you  have  taken  a  wrong  name — 
why  you  did  not  come  forward  and  claim 
your  right  in  this  miserable  money — what 
you  mean  by  all  this  ridiculous  masquerade.' 

'  First  of  all — because  I  love  you! 

'You   told   me   that   before.      What   has 
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your  professed — love,'  she  got  the  word  out 
with  an  extreme  effort,  '  love  for  me ' 

'  My  professed  love  ?  You  do  believe, 
you  do  know  it  is  a  real  love,  and  not  a  pro- 
fessed love.' 

She  made  another  great  effort  and  over- 
mastered herself. 

'  Well,  let  that  be.  But,  supposing  that 
you  do — really — love — me,  what  good  can 
you  do  me  by  keeping  up  this  stage-play 
business?  You  will  have  to  come  out  as 
Japhet  Bland  in  the  end.' 

'Most  certainly.  I  shall  come  out  as 
Japhet  Bland  when  I  am  in  a  position  to  show 
that  Japhet  Bland  was  justified  in  all  the 
course  he  took.  I  have  had  a  purpose  in 
everything  I  have  done,  and  one  day  you  will 
say  with  all  the  world  that  I  was  right.' 

'  Can  you  tell  me  the  purpose  ? '  she  asked 
composedly. 
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'  Oh  yes ;  I  can  trust  you  with  anything. 
I  started  with  one  great  ambition — Fideha, 
this,  at  least,  will  appeal  to  you.' 

'Please  don't  call  me  Fidelia,'  she  said 
with  a  kind  of  shudder,  which,  however,  she 
soon  conquered,  wanting  him  to  accept  her 
words  as  words  of  coquetry  rather  than  of 
utter  aversion. 

'  I  will  do  whatever  you  tell  me  to  do, 
Miss  Locke,'  he  said  humbly,  '  but  it  gives 
me  pleasure  to  speak  your  name.' 

'  Speak  it  to  yourself  then,  in  private,'  she 
answered.  '  I  can't  interfere  with  that.  But 
now  tell  me  what  is  this  ambition  which  you 
say  will  appeal  to  me.' 

'  Yes,  it  will  appeal  to  you  ;  it  is  the 
ambition  for  revenge  on  the  murderers  of  my 
father.' 

Fideha  started,  and  a  sickly  sensation 
went  through  her,  and  she  felt  for  a  moment. 
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as  if  she  was  about  to  faint,  as  if  the  very 
action  of  her  heart  were  hke  to  be  suspended. 
Here  was  her  own  inspiration  given  back  to 
her  !  She  had  set  out  to  sacrifice  everything — 
her  love  and  her  lover  and  everything  else — 
to  this  pitiful  passion  for  revenge  upon  the 
murderer  of  her  father,  and  now  here  is  this 
man  whom  she  is  trying  to  beguile,  and  whom 
she  believes  or  at  least  suspects  to  be  guilty 
of  the  darkest  crimes,  facing  her  with  the 
declaration  that  his  first  impelling  motive 
was  to  secure  revenge  upon  the  murderers  of 
his  father !  She  felt  softened  for  the  moment 
towards  him,  and  hardened,  perhaps,  towards 
herself. 

'  Yes,'  she  said,  '  we  have  been  sailing  for 
some  time  in  the  same  boat,  I  see.  You  were 
trying  to  find  the  murderers  of  your  father, 
I  have  been  trying  to  find  the  murderer  of 
mine.' 
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'  I  know  who  is  the  murderer  of  your 
father; 

'  You  know  it  ?     Tell  me.' 

'  Do  you  not  know  ? ' 

*  I  may  suspect.     Tell  me,  quickly.' 

'  Eatt  Gundy  is  the  man  who  killed  your 
father.' 

'  I  thought  so.  But  who  is  Eatt  Gundy, 
and  where  is  he  ? ' 

This  was,  for  Fidelia,  a  most  portentous 
question.  If  this  Japhet  Bland  really  knew 
who  Eatt  Gundy  was,  then  the  whole  con- 
dition of  the  fencing  game  would  be  changed. 
If  this  man  knew  that  Eatt  Gundy  was  Lady 
Scardale's  much-loved  brother-in-law,  then  it 
would  be  hard  indeed  to  say  what  misery  it 
might  not  be  in  his  power  to  inflict. 

The  answer  came  after  a  moment  of  silence 
and  a  deep  breath. 

'I   do   not    know,'    he    said.       'That    is 
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the  one  thread  in  the  scheme  I  have  failed 
to  get  into  my  hands.  But  I  shall  get  it 
yet.' 

Fideha  now  drew  a  long  deep  breath,  a 
breath  of  rehef.  She  did  not  fear  him  in  the 
least  if  he  did  not  know  that. 

'Then  do  you  beheve,'  she  asked, 'that 
this  man,  this  Eatt  Gundy,  is  the  murderer  of 
Seth  Chickering,  and  the  author  of  the  attack 
on  Mr.  Aspen  ?  ' 

'  I  beheve  Eatt  Gundy  is  the  author  and 
the  instigator  of  the  whole  work.  I  believe 
he  went  to  South  America  purposely  to  be  out 
of  the  arrangement  of  this  diamond  mine  affair, 
havincr  himself  in  the  first  instance  sufr^ested 
the  arrangement.' 

'  How  do  you  know  that  ?  ' 

'  My  father  told  me — my  father  wrote  to 
me,'  he  answered,  speaking  in  a  low,  deep 
tone,  as  if  he  had  a  reverence  for  the  name 
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and  the  memory  of  his  father.  Fidelia  was 
touched  by  the  sound  of  his  voice  ;  there  was 
a  certain  tone  of  sincerity  in  it.  After  all, 
might  it  not  be  that  this  man  had  a  sincere 
reverence  for  his  father  ?  Everyone  had  told 
Fidelia  of  the  father's  avarice  and  unscrupu- 
lousness  and  villainy,  but,  after  all,  might  he 
not  have  seemed  quite  otherwise  to  his  son  ? 
Might  not  the  son  have  idealised  the  father 
whom  for  so  many  years  he  had  not  seen  ? 
Fidelia's  heart  became  somewhat  softened  to 
Bland. 

'  Well,'  she  spoke  gently,  '  your  father 
told  you  that  this  man,  this  Eatt  Gundy,  was 
the  man  who  suggested  the  pecuhar  division 
of  this  wretched  money.  What  inference  do 
you  draw  from  that  ?  ' 

'  Just  this  :  everyone  who  was  put  out  of 
the  way,  or  who  died,  not  leaving  an  heir, 
left  his  money  to  the  common  fund.' 
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'  Yes,  yes,  I  know,  I  have  heard  all  about 

it ;  I  am  sick  of  it.     Well,  go  on.' 

'  But  it  would  be  no  use  my  going  on,'  he 

pleaded,  '  unless  I  was  certain  that  you  knew 

all  about  that.' 

'  Oh,  but  of  course  I  knew  all  about  that. 

How   did   you    think  I  could  possibly    have 

escaped  hearing  it  over  and  over  again  ? ' 
'  Well,  you  know  that.     We  have  the  fact 

that  Gundy  suggested  this  arrangement,  and 

then  bolted  off  to  South  America.     When  he 

suggested  that  plan  he  must  have  had  some 

motive  for  it. 

'  Yes,  and  you  think  that  motive  was ' 

'  Why,  of  course,  to  get  rid  of  some  of  the 

heirs,  and  so  have  the  larger  amount  of  money 

divided  among  the  survivors.' 
'  Oh,  you  think  that  was  it  ?  ' 
'  Can  anything  be  more  likely  ?  ' 
'  So   much  depends  on  the  man,'  Fidelia 
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said.  She  did  not  wish  him  to  beheve  her  too 
incredulous.  That  would  not  have  suited  her 
game  of  fence. 

*  This  man  I  believe  to  be  an  utter  rowdy 
and  blackguard.' 

'  Of  course,  if  that  is  so,  it  makes  your 
theory  more  probable.     Well,  go  on.' 

'  Having  suggested  the  arrangement,  he 
bolted  off  to  South  America  to  be  out  of  the 
way.  Then  he  suddenly  turned  up  in  London, 
the  very  night  Seth  Chickering  was  found 
murdered  ;  he  was  standing  by  the  side  of  the 
dead  man ;  he  himself  gave  the  alarm  to  the 
police.' 

'  Would  a  murderer  be  hkely  to  do  that  ? ' 

'Why,  of  course  he  would — such  a 
murderer — a  murderer  who  had  set  out  to 
carry  through  a  deliberate  scheme  ;  it  is  the 
very  thing  he  would  do — the  best  course  pos- 
sible to  take  suspicion  off  his  own  head ' 
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'  But  he  was  suspected,  this  Eatt  Gundy, 
was  he  not  ? '  Fidelia  asked. 

'  He  was  suspected ;  but  the  suspicion 
came  to  nothing,  and  all  because  it  was  he 
who  gave  the  alarm  to  the  police.  He  would 
have  been  kept  in  custody  but  for  that — he 
would  have  been  sent  for  trial  but  for  that — 
he  would  have  been  convicted  and  hanged 
but  for  that.'  Bland's  eyes  were  now  getting 
wildly  excited.  Fidelia  noticed  them,  and  she 
remembered  how  often  she  had  thought  in  a 
vague  sort  of  way  that  the  expressionless  look 
of  Professor  Bostock's  eyes  was  the  result 
of  an  enforced  and  purposed  repression  of  the 
fire  that  otherwise  must  have  lighted  there. 

'  This  is  terrible,'  she  said,  and  indeed 
she  began  more  and  more  to  feel  its  terror. 
'  Go  on,  Mr.— Bland.' 

'Then  there  came  the  attack  on  Mr. 
Aspen — done,  as  I  saw  myself,  by  the  very 
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same  man  who  killed  Seth  Chickering.  Is  it 
not  plain  that  there  is  a  deliberate  plan  to 
get  rid  of  a  number  of  the  heirs  to  the  pro- 
perty in  order  to  enrich  the  others  ?  ' 

'But.  Mr.  Bland,  that  would  apply  to 
me — and  to  you.' 

His  face  darkened,  and  he  asked : 

'  How  to  you — and  to  me  ?  ' 

'  Because  it  will  increase  our  share  if  there 
are  fewer  claimants.' 

'  Ah  ! '  he  said  with  a  dismal  sort  of  smile, 
'  but  we  are  not  mixed  up  in  any  charges  of 
murder,  and  this  man  Eatt  Gundy  is.  I 
have  told  you  that  he  is  the  murderer  of  your 
father — I  know  that  he  laid  the  way  for  the 
murder  of  mine.' 

'  Tell  me  more,'  she  said  quietly. 

'  There  is  no  more  to  tell — as  yet.  There 
will  be,  I  dare  say,  before  long.  The  mur- 
derer's hand  will  not  rest  there.' 
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*  No,  I  feel  sure  of  that,'  she  said  firmly  ; 
'but  there  is  more  to  be  told,  more  that  you 
can  tell.  I  don't  know  still  why  you  changed 
your  name,  and  converted  yourself  into  a  pro- 
fessor of  fencing  at  the  College  of  Culture — the 
girls'  school,  as  you  yourself  called  it  the  other 
day,  when  you  first  talked  to  me  about  all  this.' 

'  Can't  you  guess  ?  don't  you  know  ?  '  he 
asked  excitedly.  '  It  was  for  the  love  of  you. 
My  father  wrote  to  me,  time  after  time,  and 
told  me  all  about  his  suspicions.  He  told  me 
that  he  had  bitter  enemies  out  there  ;  he  wrote 
to  me  just  before  his  murder,  when  he  knew 
he  was  going  to  be  murdered.  He  told  me 
about  your  father,  and  how  Eatt  Gundy 
killed  him.' 

'  Don't  talk  of  that,  please.' 

'  Well,  he  told  me  about  you,  the  daughter 
and  heiress  of  the  murdered  man — he  himself 
just  waiting  to  be  murdered  ;  and  he  asked  me 
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to  look  out  for  you,  and  find  you,  and  see  that 
you  came  to  no  harm.  I  made  my  inquiries,  and 
I  easily  found  out  all  about  you,  and  1  got  to 
see  you,  and  I  fell  in  love  with  you,  and  there  is 
the  whole  story.  1  found  that  Lady  Scardale 
wanted  a  professor  of  fencing,  and  the  one 
thing  in  the  world  I  can  best  do  is  to  fence. 
I  offered  myself,  and  I  settled  here,  and  the 
more  I  came  to  know  of  you  the  more  deeply 
did  I  love  you.  Why  am  I  here  ?  To  watch 
over  you  ;  to  see  that  you  come  to  no  harm  ! 
The  hand  that  struck  down  Seth  Chickering 
and  strove  to  strike  down  Gerald  Aspen,  and 
will  strike  him  down  yet,'  he  added  wildly, 
'  that  hand  will  not  spare  you.  Between  you 
and  that  hand  I  stand.  My  Hfe  guards  yours  ! 
When  the  plot  is  all  discovered,  and  the  mur- 
derer is  brought  to  justice,  then  I  stand  aside. 
I  ask  no  reward  from  you.  I  love  you — I 
shall  be  glad  to  die  for  you — much  more  glad 
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to  save  you — but  my  life  is  yours.  Xow  you 
know  all  my  story.  It  began  in  the  resolve  to 
have  revenge  on  the  murderers  of  my  father, 
it  ends  in  the  resolve  to  save  you  from  danger, 
and  to  justify  my  love,  yes,  even  if  I  can't  \Yin 
yours.' 

There  was  an  eloquence  about  the  man 
which  could  not  fail  to  impress  Fideha.  She 
felt  vaguely  terrified  as  he  spoke.  Was  he  sin- 
cere ?  Was  he  insane  ?  Was  he  really  in  love 
with  her  ?  If  he  was,  how  was  she  to  get  rid 
of  him  ?  She  had  drawn  him  on  for  her  own 
purpose,  how  now  was  she  to  shake  him  off? 
Most  sincerely  did  she  wish  now  that  she  had 
never  engaged  in  this  grim  fencing. 

'  Come,'  he  said,  '  you  are  a  girl  of 
courage  and  spirit,  and  you  hate  and  despise 
the  commonplace  just  as  I  do.  Look  here, 
from  my  very  boyhoodlhave  despised  and  hated 
the  commonplace  in  men  and  women  and  hfe. 
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That  is  one  reason  why  I  loved  to  play  this 
part  of  fencing  master  to  this  girls'  school ; 
and  all  the  time  I  knew  that  I  was  coming  in 
for  a  big  fortune,  and  all  the  time  I  knew  that 
I  was  in  love  with  you.  Good  heavens,  how 
I  did  enjoy  it !  I  played  the  part — didn't  I 
play  it  well  ? — of  a  decorous  and  humble 
teacher  to  those  girls,  and  my  heart  all  the 
time  burning  with  revenge  and  love — love, 
love ! — and  the  consciousness  of  a  coming 
fortune.     Oh  !  it  was  all  a  delight  to  me.' 

Fidelia  began  to  grow  a  good  deal  afraid 
of  the  spirit  she  had  conjured  up  ;  she  was 
beginning  to  have  doubts  about  his  sanity. 
She  even  began  to  wonder  whether  he  was 
Japhet  Bland  at  all.  She  knew  that  whenever 
a  particularly  foul  murder  is  done,  some  man 
perfectly  innocent  of  everything  but  a  little 
drink  and  a  morbid  temperament  goes  to  a 
near  police  station  and  gives  himself  up  as  the 
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doer  of  the  deed.  Was  it  not  possible  that 
Fideha's  own  words,  her  own  proclamation 
that  she  had  discovered  this  man  to  be  Japhet 
Bland,  might  have  put  it  into  his  disordered 
brain  to  believe  that  he  was  Japhet  Bland  ? 
She  resolved  to  put  that  to  the  test  at  once. 
She  was  keeping  her  head  marvellously  cool, 
although  the  strain  on  her  nerves  and  her 
mind  was  something  terrible. 

'  I  suppose  you  have  your  father's  letters  ?  ' 
she  quietly  asked. 

'  Yes,  every  one.  I  carry  one  of  them 
always  about  with  me.  I  loved  my  father — 
we  loved  each  other.  He  may  have  been  bad 
to  other  people — what  do  I  know  ?  what  do  I 
care  ? — he  was  always  good  to  me.' 

Fidelia  was  again  a  httle  touched.  Had 
not  she  too  always  thus  thought  of  her  father  ? 
When  anyone  even  hinted  that  her  father 
might  have  been  partly  at  least  to  blame  for 
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bis  own  fate,  had  she  not  flashed  out  in  anger 
and  scorn  ? 

'  Might  I  see  one  of  his  letters  ? '  she  asked 
gently. 

'  Might  you  see  one  of  his  letters  ?  Yes, 
indeed,  you  shall  see  anything  you  want  to 
see.  Here ' — he  searched  rapidly  in  his  breast 
pocket — '  here  is  a  letter  I  always  carry  about 
with  me — it  is  my  Bible,  I  never  part  with  it, 
it  keeps  me  up  to  my  purpose,  it  whets  the 
edge  of  my  revenge.  I'll  have  it  put  in  my 
coffin  when  I  die — if  I  ever  am  buried,'  he 
said  with  a  wild  laugh.  '  That  man  went  out 
into  the  wilds  to  make  a  fortune  for  me — 
and  I  am  not  going  to  forget  that,  you 
may  believe.' 

Fidelia's  thought  again  was  given  back  to 
her.  How  often  she  had  told  Lady  Scardale 
that  Captain  Locke  went  out  into  the  wilds 
only  to  make  a  fortune  for  her ! 
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*  Here  is  the  letter,'  Bland  said,  '  read  it ; 
I'll  give  you  a  copy  of  it  if  you  like.' 

It  was  not  the  letter  we  have  already 
heard  of  and  studied.  It  was  a  letter  of  an 
earlier  date,  promising  Japhet  Bland  to  make 
him  rich,  despite  of  all  difficulties  and  all 
enemies.  Fidelia  read  it  with  an  almost 
despairing  effort  to  seem  perfectly  collected. 
It  made  a  terrible  impression  on  her. 
Implacable  hate  and,  it  must  be  owned, 
inextinguishable  love — a  wild  selfish  love, 
the  love  of  the  animal  for  its  offspring — 
remorseless  purpose  of  revenge,  utter  un- 
scrupulousness  as  to  means,  such  were  the 
characteristics  of  the  nature  revealed  by  that 
grim  letter.  One  question  was  settled  for 
ever — Professor  Bostock  was  the  son  of  Xoah 
Bland,  was  Japhet  Bland.  But  the  letter, 
with  its  love  and  its  hate,  made  another 
thought  flash  upon  her  mind.     How  would  it 
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be  if  this  Japhet  Bland — the  man  now  making 
love  to  her — was,  whether  mad  or  sane,  the 
insticrator  of  the  murders  that  had  been  or 
were  to  be  committed?  Fidelia  could  have 
no  doubt  that  other  attempts  were  yet  to  be 
made.  How  was  she  to  prevent  them  ?  That 
was  the  question  which,  even  while  she  was 
trying  to  get  clearly  into  her  mind  the  contents 
of  Noah  Bland's  letter,  was  continually  shoot- 
incr  through  her  brain.  She  gave  back  the 
letter  to  Noah  Bland's  son  without  a  word. 

'  Come,'  he  said, '  you  and  I  have  much  in 
common ' 

Fidelia  started  visibly. 

'Yes,  we  have,'  he  continued.  'You 
began  with  revenge — I  began  with  revenge ; 
you  despise  the  commonplace  and  the 
ordinary  man  and  woman — and  so  do  I.  Let 
us  band  ourselves  together  for  the  purpose  of 
re  ventre  first   and   triumph  afterwards.     We 
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shall  be  rich,  you  and  I.  You  are  a  woman 
of  ambition  and  talent,  and  I — well,  I  have 
ambition  enough  and,  I  hope,  some  Httle 
talent  too.  I  have  always  set  my  heart  on 
making  a  figure  in  the  world  ;  I  have  always 
determined  to  make  my  enemies  my  footstool ; 
I  have  always  made  up  my  mind  that  I  must 
be  rich.  Well,  I  shall  be  rich  ;  come  you  and 
help  me  to  revenge  and  to  make  a  figure  in 
the  world.' 

'I  have  no  ambition,'  Fidelia  gravely  said. 
'  I  want  to  be  happy,  and  to  do  some  good — 
that  is  all.' 

'  Xo,  no,'  he  exclaimed  ;  '  you  have  am- 
bition. Do  you  think  I  am  blind  ?  Do  you 
think  I  cannot  see  it  in  those  eyes  .^  And 
you  have  a  longing  for  revenge — I  know 
you  have.  Come,  cast  in  your  lot  with 
mine,  and  we  will  trample  on  the  world  to- 
gether/ 
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*  You  have  told  me,'  Fidelia  bravely  said, 
'  that  you — well,  that  you  love  me ' — he  made 
an  impatient  gesture — '  you  have  never  asked 
me  all  the  time  whether  I  could  care  about 
you.' 

'  You  don't  love  me  now,  I  know,'  he  said 
hurriedly.  '  How  could  you  ?  I  have 
always  seen  you  as  your  real  self;  you  have 
only  seen  me  in  the  disguise  of  a  miserable 
teacher  of  fencing  in  a  girls'  school.  But  you 
might  come  to  care  about  me.  I  have  some 
brains  and  some  skill,  and  I  never  was  afraid 
of  anything,  and  I  never  shrank  from  any- 
thing. I  haven't  known  much  about  women 
myself,  but  I  have  heard  and  I  have  read  that 
that  is  the  sort  of  man  a  plucky  woman  could 
like.  If  you  will  have  me,  I  will  take  my 
chance,  and  I  should  stick  to  you  for  ever, 
and  never  think  of  any  other  woman  but  you 
— yes,   I   know    I   should,    that's    my    way. 
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Come,  will  you,  at  least,  promise  to  think  it 
over  ?  ' 

'  It  never  could  be,  Mr.  Bland  ;  I  must 
care  for  a  man  before  I  could  think  over  any- 
thing about  him.' 

'  You  can't  care  for  this  man  Granton  ?  ' 
he  asked  fiercely  ;  '  this  mere  outcast  of  aris- 
tocracy, this  degraded  swell,  this  cosmopohtan 
scamp  and  blackguard ' 

'  Mr.  Bland,  you  must  remember  that  Mr. 
Granton  is  the  brother-in-law,  and  the  very 
dear  brother-in-law,  of  my  best  friend  and 
benefactress — I'll  not  listen  to  one  word  said 
against  him.' 

'  All  right,'  he  answered  sullenly, '  I  don't 
want  to  say  anything  against  him,  and  so 
long  as  he  doesn't  come  in  my  way  he  is 
safe  enough.  Then  there's  the  other  young 
fellow,  Aspen.  I  dare  say  he  is  in  love  with 
you.' 
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'  I  shall  not  listen  to  any  more  of  this,' 
Fideha  said  coldly.  'I  have  been  too 
patient  with  you,  but  I  like  my  friends,  and  I 
always  stand  by  them,  and  I  will  not  listen  to 
any  one  who  tries  to  insult  them.  Our  talk  is 
over,  Mr. — Bland.' 

'It  is  not  over,'  he  said  fiercely.  'You 
begin  to  know  what  sort  of  man  I  am. 
You  see  how  I  can  play  a  part.  You  see 
how  for  all  this  time  I  could  pass  off 
as  the  meek  and  docile  teacher,  with  such 
a  heart  and  such  a  purpose  as  I  have. 
Well,  then,  you  must  see  that  I  am  not 
easily  foiled.  Look  out  for  your  favourites 
if  you  allow  them  to  thwart  me.'  There 
was  no  lack  of  expression  now  in  the  blazing 
eyes. 

'  You  have  threatened  me  before,'  she 
said,  '  and  it  was  that  very  threat  which  first 
helped  me  to  find  out  who  you  were.     Do  you 
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think  I  have  not  my  own  way  of  protecting 
myself  and  my  friends  ?  Suppose  I  go  to 
Lady  Scardale  now  and  tell  her  that  you  are 
not  a  professor  of  fencing,  and  that  your 
name  is  not  Bostock,  but  that  you  are  Japhet 
Bland  disguised.  Suppose  I  were  to  go  and 
tell  her  that  ? '  She  purposely  refrained 
from  other  and  darker  suspicions  about  him 
The  girl  in  all  her  excitement  and  commotion 
saw  her  way  clearly  before  her  ;  she  knew  she 
must  not  at  present  allow  him  to  suspect  that 
her  mind  connected  him  in  any  way  with  the 
murder  of  Seth  Chickering  and  the  attempt  on 
Gerald  Aspen. 

He  smiled  a  quiet  smile. 

'You  can't  do  that,'  he  said. 

'  Why  not  ?     Why  can't  I  ?  ' 

'  Because  I  have  trusted  myself  to  you  ; 
because  I  have  shown  what  might  be  called  a 
blind  confidence  in  you ' 
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'  Very  blind,'  she  exclaimed  contemp- 
tuously. 

'  No,  not  so  blind.  I  knew  the  woman  I 
was  trusting  to.  Why,  although  I  know  so 
little  of  women,  as  you  told  me  yourself  more 
than  once,  I  do  know  the  woman  to  whom 
one  can  trust  his  secret.  I  have  trusted  in 
you — you  will  not  betray  me.' 

'  Why  should  I  be  bound  to  keep  a  secret 
which  I  discovered  for  myself.^  I  told  you 
before  this  that  if  you  wanted  to  trust 
me  you  ought  to  have  begun  by  trusting 
me.  I  found  out  who  you  were — what 
compels  me  to  keep  my  own  discovery  a 
secret  ? ' 

*  What  compels  you  ?  This  compels  you 
— that  you  are  yourself.  You  never  could 
have  made  good  your  guess  if  I  had  refused 
to  admit  that  there  was  anything  in  it.  I  told 
you  freely  all  about  myself — and  at  your  own 
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request  I  showed  you  my  father's  letter.  Xo, 
you  can't  betray  me  now.  The  tmie  will 
soon  come  when  I  shall  tell  the  whole  world 
my  story — but  until  that  time  comes  I  know 
you  will  not  betray  me,  and  I  shall  sleep 
in  quiet.  And  you  will  think  over  what 
I  have  been  telling  you,  and  you  will  ask 
yourself  whether  you  can  do  anything 
better  in  life  than  to  throw  in  your  lot  with 
mine.' 

Fidelia  started  and  shuddered. 

'  Yes,  you  will  think  it  over.  Do  you  know, 
Fidelia — Miss  Locke,  I  mean — I  should  not 
wonder  if  I  were  ordained  to  be  what  they 
call  in  the  novels  your  Fate.' 

'  I  shall  make  my  fate  for  myself,'  Fidelia 
said  proudly. 

'  Well,  meanwhile  I  know  you  will  keep 
my  secret ;  and  I  can  tell  you  one  thing  more 
— you  will  not  forget  me.     Night  or  day  you 
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will  not  quite  forget  me.  You  will  think  of 
me,  and  you  will  dream  of  me — and  that  is 
something  for  me.' 

The  fencing  lesson  was  over  and  Fidelia 
was  not  quite  certain  now  that  she  had  won. 
At  first  all  went  well  with  her,  but  was  it 
quite  sure  that  all  was  going  well  with  her  to 
the  last  ? 

'  Sit  for  a  few  moments,'  he  said,  '  and  let 
me  tell  you  of  my  life  and  my  hopes  and  my 
dreams.' 

She  sat  down  ;  he  sat  down.  They  often 
sat  thus  between  fencing  bouts.  No  one 
looking  in  or  passing  through  would  notice 
anything  in  particular. 

He  sat  opposite  to  her  with  a  bearing  that 
was  apparently  quite  listless.  As  he  talked 
with  a  fluency  that  never  for  a  moment  failed 
him,  without  hurry  as  without  pause,  he  might 
have  been  some  tranquil  professor  haranguing 
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on  some  recognised  creed.  His  face  was  made 
quite  emotionless,  his  body  rested  quietly, 
almost  limply,  in  the  seat.  Only  his  eyes 
betrayed  any  signs  of  special  animation,  as 
they  watched  the  girl's  face  with  that 
lustreless  intensity  which  troubled  her 
against  her  desire,  against  her  will  not  to  be 
troubled. 

As  she  listened  to  him  she  seemed  to  be 
in  a  dream  ;  what  he  told  her  of  his  hfe,  his 
purpose,  and  his  love  shaped  itself  as  in  a 
series  of  pictures  before  her,  and  the  green 
and  gold  autumnal  garden  beyond,  proud 
with  the  last  pride  of  the  dying  warmth  and 
fading  colours  of  the  year's  prime,  seemed 
only  as  the  tapestried  background  upon  which 
fantastic  figures  were  woven.  She  had  not 
ever  hked  the  man,  she  had  grown  of  late  into 
dislike  and  dread  and  horror  of  him  ;  and  yet 
as  she  hstened  she  felt  drawn  by  a  sort  of 
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shuddering  attraction  towards  him,  such  an 
unwilhng,  repugnant  attraction  as  that  which 
forms  the  craftiest  weapon  of  the  hooded 
snake. 

He  himself  seemed  to  be  quite  unconscious 
of  the  effect  he  produced  upon  her.  If  he 
was  at  all  conscious  of  it  he  kept  his  know- 
ledge to  himself,  and  showed  in  what  he  said 
no  deliberate  effort  to  move  her  imagination 
or  appeal  to  her  fancy.  Had  he  been  giving 
her  an  outline  of  the  history  of  that  art  which 
he  professed  he  would  probably  have  put 
more  animation  into  his  narrative,  have 
sought  more  ingeniously  and  less  successfully 
to  enchain  her  attention. 

But  Fideha  had  more  purpose  in  her 
patient  listening  than  Japhet  Bland  knew. 
She  wanted  to  get  at  all  the  secrets  of  that 
strange,  furtive,  passionate,  egotistic  nature. 
She  was  willing,  even,  to  play  with  him  for 
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the  time — to  put  up  with  his  admiration — for 
that  one  great  purpose. 

She  beheved  that  his  ambition  and  his  love 
and  all  the  rest  of  his  feelings  ahke  meant 
danger  to  Gerald  ;  and  her  whole  heart  was 
filled  with  a  desire  and  a  determination  to 
protect  the  man  she  loved.  The  more  she 
could  get  to  know  of  Bland's  real  nature,  the 
better  she  should  be  able  to  judge  of  his  real 
purpose,  and,  therefore,  the  better  to  guard 
against  it. 

So  she  hstened  and  hstened,  and  let  him 
talk  his  fill.  He  was  already  fancying,  in  his 
self-conceit,  that  he  was  gaining  her  over, 
that  he  was  winning  her  over  towards  him 
and  his  views,  that  he  had  made  a  great 
advance,  that  he  had  at  last  secured  her  ear 
—and  he  knew  enough  of  women  to  know 
that  through  the  ears  of  most  of  them  is  the 
surest  way  to  the  heart. 
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The  evening  began  to  gather  round  them, 
and  the  perfume  from  the  gardens  through 
the  windows  grew  at  once  sweeter  and  fainter. 
Girls  passed  in  and  out  at  the  further  end  of 
the  room.  Fideha's  eyes  fell  upon  a  foil  that 
was  lying  on  the  floor. 

'  I  must  go,  Professor  Bostock,'  she  said 
formally.  '  We  have  had  a  long  fencing  bout 
this  time.' 

He  looked  up  suddenly — and  then  a 
pleased  expression  stole  over  his  face.  She 
had  called  him  Professor  Bostock,  and  had 
talked  of  a  fencing  lesson.  What  did  that 
mean.P  It  meant,  of  course,  that  there  was 
a  secret  understanding  estabhshed  between 
them,  that  she  admitted  the  necessity  for 
concealing  his  mystery,  that  in  that  common 
understanding  he  and  she  stood  alone  and 
apart  from  all  the  rest  of  the  world.  The 
thought  gave  him  a  grim  satisfaction.     If  he 
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could  only  have  kno\vn  what  was  in  Fidelia's 
mind  at  the  time  he   would  have  been  less 

satisfied. 

So  they  parted  for  the  evening. 


VOL.  m. 


98  RED  DIAMONDS 


CHAPTEE   XXYII 

LOVERS 

Fidelia  woke  next  morning  with  a  sweet 
strong  sense  of  happiness.  Her  first  sensation 
was  all  of  happiness — exquisite  happiness. 
Why  was  she  happy  even  for  that  first 
delightful  moment?  Surely  she  had  much 
to  trouble  her,  and  make  her  anxious  and 
afraid.  The  very  relationship  into  which  she 
had  allowed  herself  to  be  drawn  with  Japhet 
Bland  was  enough  to  embarrass  her  and  to 
make  her  alarmed. 

The  fearful  suspicions  she  had  formed 
about  him,  and  the  reckless  resolve  she  had 
made  to  discover  his  secret  by  her  own 
unaided    skill,  must  have   filled   her  with  a 
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sense  of  tremendous  and  almost  intolerable 
responsibility.  All  this  came  back  upon  her 
only  too  soon  and  drenched  as  with  a  cold 
shower  her  bright  warm  sense  of  happiness. 

But  the  cause  of  that  first  and  most 
grateful  feehng  was  clear.  That  day  Gerald 
was  to  see  her  for  the  first  time  since  the 
night  on  the  Embankment.  She  had  not 
accompanied  Lady  Scardale  on  any  of  her 
visits  to  the  hospital  to  see  him.  Lady  Scar- 
dale  would  not  hear  of  such  a  thing,  and 
FideUa,  impatient  as  she  was,  consented  to 
repress  her  impatience,  and  to  honour  con- 
ventionality that  her  days  might  be  long  in 
the  land.  This  morning,  then,  he  was  to  come  ; 
they  were  to  be  together  for  the  first  time 
after  that  long  and  anxious  separation. 

She  was  to  see  him  again.  She  had  so 
many  things  to  say  to  him.  Her  heart  beat 
quickly,    her    eyes  Hghted    with   joy.     Ah ! 
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but  then  came  the  thought — there  were  things 
about  which  she  must  not  talk  to  him.  That 
brought  a  chilhng  sensation  upon  her,  the 
knowledge  that  there  was  something  which 
was  weighing  on  her  mind,  and  which  she 
must  not  tell  to  Gerald. 

For  a  while  she  was  inclined  to  blame 
herself  keenly,  to  reproach  herself  bitterly, 
because  she  had  allowed  Bland  to  enter  into 
any  intimacy  of  talk  with  her,  because  she 
had  allowed  herself  to  be  the  sharer  of  his 
secret,  because  she  had  even  for  a  moment 
listened  to  his  love-making.  Then  again  the 
poor  perplexed  girl  tried  to  justify  herself 
to  herself.  How  could  she  help  her  sus- 
picions? And  was  she  not  justified  in  trying 
to  find  out  whether  they  had  reason  behind 
them  or  not  ? 

Already  she  knew  for  a  certainty  that  she 
was  right  when  she  suspected  or  guessed  that 
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Professor  Bostock  was  really  Japhet  Bland  ; 
and  was  she  not  justified  in  thinking  that 
that  piece  of  mystery  might  mean  other 
mysteries  in  which  there  might  be  danger  to 
the  life  of  her  lover  ?  Surely  a  girl  was 
bound  to  risk  something,  to  risk  even  mis- 
interpretation, to  defend  the  hfe  of  her  lover. 

It  might  be  that  Japhet  Bland  had  put  on 
his  masquerading  disguise  because  he  was  in 
love  with  her,  and  that  he  kept  it  on  now,  as 
he  said,  to  guard  her  against  danger  and 
to  discover  and  punish  crime.  Such  things 
she  had  read  of  in  romance,  and  it  might 
be  so. 

But,  even  if  Bland  were  acting  from  the 
highest  motives,  still  his  whole  theory  was 
wrong,  for  he  put  the  murder  plot  upon 
Eatt  Gundy,  and  did  not  know  that  Eatt 
Gundy  was  Eupert  Granton.  But  she  could 
not  believe  in  any  good  purpose  on  Bland's 
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part.  At  last  she  settled  down  to  the 
melancholy  conviction  that  she  had  got  for 
the  moment  into  a  predicament  from  which 
she  must  not  even  attempt  to  extricate  herself 
by  any  bold  and  decisive  stroke.  In  a  vague 
sort  of  way  she  had  come  to  think  that 
Bland  was  the  great  danger  threatening 
Gerald  Aspen,  and  that  she  was  putting 
herself  between  the  danger  and  her  lover. 

All  this,  however,  cast  its  shadow  over 
her  mind  and  over  her  face.  She  met  her 
lover  in  the  garden — the  garden  where  they 
had  met  and  walked  so  often.  She  almost 
wished  that  they  could  have  met  for  the 
first  time  in  Eanelagh  Gardens,  but  that 
would  not  do  ;  they  must  meet  for  the  first 
time  openly  and  conventionally  in  the  Culture 
College. 

They  met  at  last,  and  what  did  they  say  ? 
'  Oh,  Gerald  ! '  and  '  Oh,  Fideha  !  —these  and 
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nothing  more  were  their  first  words.  Then 
there  was  silence — an  almost  embarrassed 
silence,  the  silence  of  too  much  emotion,  the 
silence  of  love  that  often  finds  it  hopeless  to 
put  its  feehngs  into  words. 

But  that  silence  happily  does  not  last 
long.  Speech  is  soon  found,  and  is  usually 
found  to  be  very  eloquent  by  the  ears  to 
which  it  is  addressed,  and  to  which  it  appeals 
with  a  power  and  a  music  all  its  own. 

The  moment  Gerald  looked  into  her  eyes 
he  saw  that  some  deep  tormenting  trouble 
was  in  them.  Deep  down  beneath  the 
sparkhng  surface  of  her  dehght  at  seeing  him 
he  could  discover  something  sad  and  darkhng, 
as  low  down  among  the  sands  of  an  Eastern 
stream  beneath  the  sunny  ripples  one  may 
sometimes  see  a  devouring  monster  of  the 
water. 

'  Gerald,'  she  said,  '  you  remember  what  I 
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told  you  when  we  last  spoke  about  our  love, 
and  about  our  marrying ' 

'  I  remember  it  only  too  well,  dearest,'  he 
murmured,  still  trying  to  read  the  mystery  in 
her  eyes. 

'  1  was  wrong  then,'  she  said  gently,  '  and 
I  feel  as  if  I  had  been  punished  for  it  since. 
Oh  !  I  thought  of  that  so  often  when  you  were 
still  lying  uncertain  of  life  !  I  have  thought  so 
often  if  you  were  to  die,  and  to  die  in  the 
belief  that  there  was  any  purpose  in  life  so 
dear  to  me  as  to  have  and  hold  your  love ! 
I  know  now  that  my  feeling  was  a  wrong  one, 
and  that  to  make  you  happy — if  I  could,  dear, 
if  I  could — was  the  work  and  joy  of  my  life, 
and  not  the  attempt  to  bring  any  miserable 
sinner  to  justice.  Oh!  I  have  cried  and 
prayed  over  it  so  often !  Now  you  are  back 
to  me  again,  and  you  are  well,  and  I  think 
only  of  pleasing  you.' 
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He  kissed  her  tenderly. 

'  Dearest  Fidelia,  your  wish  and  your 
desire  were  natural,  but  I  knew  even  then 
that  they  were  mistaken,  not  because  of  any 
delay  they  put  on  me,  but  because  I  knew  you 
had  better  not  find  out  the  truth.' 

'  Yes,  and  I  know  it  now,'  she  said  in  a 
low  tone.  He  looked  again  into  her  eyes. 
She  nodded  with  a  quiet  expression  which 
said  as  plainly  as  words  could  speak,  '  Oh, 
yes,  I  know  it  all.' 

'  Do  you  really  know,  Fidelia  ?  ' 

'  I  know  how  my  father  was  killed.'  She 
put  an  emphasis  on  the  word  '  killed '  which 
Gerald  could  not  fail  to  understand.  She  had 
never  before  spoken  of  her  father  as  killed. 
She  had  always  spoken  of  him  as  murdered. 

'  Do  you  know  by  whom  he  was  killed  ?  ' 

'I  do.' 

'  FideHa  !     Who  told  you  this  ?  ' 
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'  The  man  who  killed  him.' 

Gerald  did  not  dare  to  ask  another  ques- 
tion, lest  he  might  reveal  the  real  truth  to 
hei? — who,  perhaps,  he  even  yet  thought,  was 
under  some  mistake  or  delusion.  She  under- 
stood easily  the  reason  of  his  sudden  silence. 

'  I  know  it  all,  Gerald.  Mr.  Granton  told 
me  the  tale  with  his  own  lips.  It  was  a  duel : 
it  was  not  a  murder  ;  they  were  driven  on  to 
it  by  another  man,  and  it  was  Mr.  Granton 
who  killed  my  father.' 

'  I  knew  it,'  Gerald  said  sadly.  '  But  why 
did  he  tell  you  this  ?  I  hoped  to  have  had  it 
kept  a  secret  from  you  for  ever.' 

'  Can  you  not  guess  why  he  told  me  .^  ' 

'  I  cannot  guess.' 

'  Because  he  heard  you  in  the  hospital — 
in  your  sleep,  in  your  dehrium — talking 
about  me,  and  saying  that  I  would  not  marry 
you  until  you  had  helped  me  to  find  out  all 


LOVERS  107 

about  my  father's  death — and  then  he  came 
to  me  and  told  me  all.' 

'  Dear  old  chap  !  true  and  generous 
comrade ! '  Gerald  exclaimed  in  a  burst  of 
emotion,  which  he  did  not  even  try  to  re- 
press. 

'  Yes,  it  was  generous,  but  it  was  terrible  ; 
I  want  not  to  see  him  again — ever,  ever.  I 
forgive  him — yes,  from  the  very  bottom  of  my 
heart  and  my  soul  I  forgive  him,  and  I  pray 
that  he  may  be  forgiven,  but  I  want  never  to 
see  him  any  more.  I  dread  even  to  see  dear, 
dear  Lady  Scardale.'  Then  a  sudden  thought 
flashed  through  her.  'Gerald,  I  want  you 
to  do  something  for  me — to  promise  me  some- 
thing.' 

She  was  abandoning  some  of  her  former 
plans  and  yielding  to  her  sudden  impulse. 

He  smiled  a  genial  smile. 

'I   wonder  what  it  could   be,'  he  asked, 
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'  that  you  could  ask  me  and  I  could  refuse 
to  do?' 

'  I  want  you  to  marry  me  and  take  me 
away  from  this  place,  and  I  want  you  to  let 
us  change  our  names -' 

'  You  shall  change  your  name ' 

'  No,  no,  don't  talk  lightly  about  this.  I 
am  terribly  in  earnest,  Gerald.' 

'  Dearest,  I  see  that  you  are.' 

'  I  want  you  to  take  me  away  to  some 
quiet,  far-off  place  where  no  one  knows  us, 
and  to  change  our  names  and  call  ourselves 
something  very  commonplace — Smith  or  Jones 
or  something — and  live  a  happy,  quiet  life,  all 
safe  and  sheltered  from  danger.' 

'Danger,  dearest  Fidelia,  danger? — what 
danger  ? ' 

'  What  danger  ?  Such  danger  as  you  were 
in  the  other  night  on  the  Embankment.  Was 
not  that  danger  ?  ' 
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'  But  you  see  I  have  escaped.' 

'  For  once,  yes ;  but  the  next  time — the 
third  time — any  number  of  times — can  you 
always  escape?  Danger  is  in  the  very  air 
around  us,  in  this  very  place  where  we  are 
now  standing.' 

*  Fidelia,'  he  said  earnestly,  and  drawing 
her  face  towards  him  while  he  gazed  into  her 
eyes,  '  you  have  some  meaning  in  all  this. 
You  are  not  a  girl  to  talk  vaguely  and 
wildly  ;  besides,  I  saw  it  in  your  eyes  the 
first  moment  I  looked  at  you,  that  you  had 
something  on  your  mind.  Tell  me  what  it  is, 
dearest ;  tell  me  why  you  talk  of  danger 
being  in  this  very  place  where  we  are  stand- 
ing now  ?  ' 

'  I  cannot  tell — I  dare  not  tell ! '  she  ex- 
claimed piteously. 

'  Cannot  tell !  not  even  to  me  ? ' 

'  Oh    no,  no,  you  must  trust  me  in  this, 
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Gerald,  for  a  little  while.  I  will  tell  you  all 
— all — all — when  we  are  away  and  safe  ;  but 
not  now,  dearest,  not  now ;  you  must  trust 
me.' 

She  looked  imploringly  into  his  eyes 

'  Trust  you  ?  '  he  answered.  '  Why,  of 
course,  I  will  trust  you.  If  you  want  me  to 
ask  you  no  questions,  of  course  I  will  ask  you 
none.  You  shall  tell  me  whatever  you  have 
to  tell  when  you  can.' 

'  Dearest  Gerald,  how  generous  you  are  ! 
A  moment  ago  I  was  almost  miserable,  and 
now  you  have  made  me  happy.' 

'  If  trusting  you  can  make  you  happy, 
Fideha,  you  shall  never  have  an  unhappy 
hour  with  me.' 

'  Then  you  will  come  away  ? '  she  asked 
impatiently. 

'  Come  away  !     Where  ?  ' 

'  Anywhere — out  of  this — out  of  London. 
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Let  us  be  married — in  private  somewhere — 
in  secret  —  anyhow  —  and  then  go  quietly 
away  and  hide  ourselves — until  all  this  is 
over.' 

'But,  Fidelia,  do  you  want  to  go  away 
and  leave  Lady  Scardale  in  utter  ignorance  of 
where  we  have  gone  or  why  ?  ' 

'  Couldn't  we  write  her  a  letter  and  tell 
her  to  trust  us — tell  her  that  we  had  a 
motive  in  everything  we  did,  and  that  per- 
haps sometime  we  should  tell  her  all  ?  No, 
no,  we  could  never  tell  her  all — we  could 
never  tell  her  that  her  brother-in-law  killed 
my  father — but  we  could  tell  her  all  that 
concerns  ourselves — after  a  while,  after  a 
long  time.  She  will  trust  in  us — I  know  her,' 
poor  Fideha  said  proudly.  '  She  knows  me, 
and  she  now  knows  you,  Gerald.' 

'  Still  all  that  mystery  and  that  sudden 
secret  stampede  into  the  w^ild  regions  of  the 
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unknown  would  give  her  immense  pain,  and 
I  don't  think  I  am  wrong  when  I  say  that  to 
lose  your  companionship  would  be  a  cruel 
blow  to  her.  Do  you  know  that  I  think  at 
first  she  did  not  very  much  like  me — because 
she  saw  that  I  was  coming  here  in  the  hope 
of  marrying  you  ?  ' 

Fidelia  looked  up  with  a  start  and  a  sort 
of  shudder.  She  was  wondering  whether  he 
knew  what  Lady  Scardale's  desire  had  been 
for  her — that  she  should  be  married  to 
Eupert  Granton.  She  would  not  have  minded 
in  the  least  his  knowing  it — but  what  she 
dreaded  was  lest,  not  knowing  it,  or  knowing 
it,  he  should  say  anything  about  it,  and  so 
bring  her  name  even  for  a  moment  into 
companionship  with  that  of  the  man  who 
had  killed  her  father.  Gerald  easily  saw 
into  the  depths  of  her  feeling  this  time.  He 
had   known   well  enough  of  Lady  Scardale's 
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intentions,  but  then  he  also  knew  the  true 
story  of  the  dueh  Now  he  was  thinking 
more  of  something  else.  He  really  was  greatly 
perplexed  and  bewildered  by  Fidelia's  un- 
expected, unexplained  terror,  and  by  her 
passionate  thirst  for  a  flight  into  a  safe  ob- 
scurity. 

'  Come,'  she  said  impatiently,  '  you  must 
promise  me  this,  you  must  let  me  have  my 
way  for  this  once.  Don't  be  afraid,  Gerald, 
I  shall  be  a  most  obedient  and  unexactino-  wife  ; 
but  now  you  must  let  me  have  my  way  in 
this.     You  will — will  you  not  .^  ' 

'  But,  Fideha  dearest,  you  must  be  rea- 
sonable  ' 

'  When  we  are  married,  yes,'  she  answered 
with  a  faint  smile.  '  K  you  will  only  let  me 
be  unreasonable  now.' 

'  But  tell  me — why  should  we  be  married 
secretly,   and  then   change    our   names    and 

VOL.  III.  I 
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hide  ourselves  in  obscurity  ?  What  have  we 
done,  dearest,  that  we  should  conceal  our- 
selves like  that  ?  ' 

Many  a  good  girl  who  was  not  Fidelia, 
and  who  had  the  same  purpose  in  her  mind, 
would  have  turned  upon  her  lover  and 
declared  that  he  did  not  really  love  her,  since 
he  would  not  grant  her  first  request,  and 
would  have  burst  into  tears  and  so  tried  to 
carry  him  by  storm.  Fidelia,  to  do  her 
justice,  was  above  that  device  in  all  her 
aoritation.  She  knew  that  to  a  man  she  must 
seem  unreasonable — and  she  would  rather 
have  won  by  reason. 

'  Because  of  the  danger,'  she  said.  '  There 
is  danger.  There  will  be  another  attempt 
made  on  you,  and  what  if  it  should  succeed  ? 
The  other  day  Captain  Eaven  was  here,  and 
he  said  he  expects  to  be  the  object  of  the 
next  attack.     Yes,  he  did,  and  he  is  a  man 
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who  has  plenty  of  courage  ;  but  he  said  it 
was  all  a  plot  to  get  rid  of  some  of  the  heirs 
of  this  wretched  money- ' 

'  And  he  is  going  to  change  his  name,  and 
bury  himself  in  some  obscure  hole  ?  ' 

'  Well,  he  didn't  say  so,  I  admit ;  in  fact, 
he  talked  quite  carelessly  about  it.' 

'  Then,  Fidelia,  why  should  I  go  away  ? 
Do  you  want  me  to  show  that  I  have  less 
courage  than  Captain  Eaven  ?  ' 

'  Xo,'  she  answered  slowly,  '  but  perhaps 
he,  too,  may  be  persuaded  to  be  unreasonable. 
Captain  Eaven  will  be  guided,  perhaps,  by 
Lydia — and  you — have — me.' 

She  looked  so  charmingly  childlike,  in- 
nocent and  loving,  with  her  Hps  quivering 
and  her  eyes  moist,  that  Gerald  felt  touched 
to  the  very  heart — with  pathos,  with  pain, 
with  passionate  love.  Still  he  strove  to  be 
reasonable. 

i  2 
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*  Come,  now,'  he  argued,  '  suppose  there 
is  this  murder  plot  going  on,  would  it  be  right 
for  me,  of  all  men,  to  run  away  from  it  and 
save  myself  from  personal  danger,  and  take 
no  further  part  in  trying  to  find  out  all  about 
it  ?  It  is  different  with  Raven,  supposing  he 
runs  away,  which  I  don't  think  one  bit 
likely.  I,  who  was  almost  the  first  witness 
of  its  existence,  on  the  night  when  poor  Seth 
Chickering  trusted  me  with  his  pocket-book 
and  his  diamonds — would  you  like  me  to  run 
away  in  such  a  manner,  and  leave  poor  Raven 
perhaps  to  be  murdered  ?  And  what  would 
be  the  good  of  our  going  away  just  now? 
We  should  have  to  come  back  in  January, 
and  claim  our  share  of  the  money,  and  in  the 
meantime ' 

'  But  I  wouldn't  claim  it ;  what  do  we  care 
about  it  ?  We  can  be  happy  without  it. 
You  have  talents,  and  you  can  write,  and  a 
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man  who  can  write  can  make  a  living  any 
where.' 

Gerald  could  hardly  help  smiling.  What 
he  had  ever  known  or  heard  or  read  concern- 
ing the  literary  market  did  not  seem  to  him 
quite  to  fall  in  with  this  roseate  assumption  of 
the  facilities  it  puts  within  the  reach  of  every 
man  who  can  write.  Still,  he  did  not  par- 
ticularly care  to  argue  that  point  at  such  a 
moment. 

Fidelia  went  on  : 

'  I  shan't  be  a  very  expensive  wife  to  you, 
Gerald,  you  know  ;  I  can  do  without  new 
gowns,  and  I  have  a  lot  of  things  already — 
things  that  will  last  for  years,  for  years  ! 
And  what  does  all  that  matter  as  long  as 
people  are  happy  ? ' 

Gerald  was  inspired  by  a  happy  device. 

'  But  you  know,'  he  said,  '  that  if  we  an- 
nounced ourselves  in  January,  and  got  our 
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share  of  the  money,  there  would  be  no  further 
motive  in  murdering  us.' 

Fidelia  caught  triumphantly  at  the  idea. 

'Very  well,  let  it  be  so.  Let  us  be 
married — publicly  if  you  hke — and  announce 
that  we  have  gone  upon  the  Continent — any- 
where— and  let  us  go  to  some  unknown  place, 
and  hve  under  different  names,  until  the  first 
of  January.  Come,  that  isn't  much  to  ask  of 
one's  future  husband,  is  it  ?  ' 

'  But,  my  sweet  Fidelia,  do  you  think  that 
an  organised  band  of  murderers  would  have 
the  slightest  difficulty  in  tracking  out  our 
whereabouts  under  our  assumed  name  ?  Why, 
the  more  quiet  and  obscure  our  hiding-place 
the  more  easy  it  would  be  for  them  to  find 
us  if  they  wanted  to  do  so.  And  look  here, 
Fideha,  do  you  honestly  mean  to  tell  me  that 
you  really  beheve  you  are  a  girl  of  such 
commonplace  appearance  that  nobody  would 
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ever  notice  you  anywhere,  and  that  you  might 
pass  for  anybody  else  ? ' 

Poor  Fideha  in  all  her  alarm  and  unhappi- 
ness  showed  by  a  slight  flush  on  her  cheeks 
that  she  was  not  insensible  to  this  little  com- 
pliment on  the  part  of  her  lover. 

'  Oh,  but  I  could  do  something — cut  ofi 
my  hair  and  put  on  blue  spectacles — any- 
thing. ' 

'  And  I — what  am  I  to  do  ?  Get  a  wig, 
put  on  green  spectacles  ?  Good  heavens, 
what  a  pair  of  spectacles  we  should  be  ! ' 

Fidelia  could  not  help  giving  way  to  a 
little  spurt  of  laughter.  Then  at  once  she 
became  serious  again,  feeling  as  if  she  were 
deserting  her  cause  when  she  yielded  for  one 
moment  to  an  impulse  of  levity. 

'  You  will  not  take  this  seriously,  Gerald.' 

'  Dearest,  you  can  hardly  take  it  seriously 
yourself.' 
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'  Not  take  it  seriously — your  life,  Gerald? 
Do  you  not  know  that  it  is  still  in  danger  ?  * 

'  Listen,  Fidelia  ;  I  don't  want  to  make  too 
little  of  all  this,  if  I  don't  want  to  make  too 
much  of  it.  There  was  evidently  a  great 
danger,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  there  was  a 
murder  plot,  but  you  see  how  it  has  been 
blown  upon,  and  the  police  must  by  this  time 
have  the  threads  of  the  whole  conspiracy  in 
their  hands.  For  myself,  I  am  satisfied  that,  if 
there  is  any  such  plot,  the  man  with  the  red 
beard,  whoever  he  is,  is  only  the  mere  instru- 
ment in  the  working  of  it,  and  that  the  master 
criminal  is  this  fellow,  Japhet  Bland,  who  has 
never  put  in  any  appearance  at  all.  If  once  we 
could  get  hold  of  that  man  we  should  have  the 
key  of  the  whole  business,  and  depend  upon 
it  he  will  be  got  hold  of.  Either  he  will  have 
to  drop  his  plans  altogether  or  he  will  be  got 
hold  of.     I  wonder  if  he  is  in  London.' 
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Fidelia  started  and  flushed  so  obviously 
that  Gerald  could  not  fail  to  see  her  embar- 
rassment and  alarm. 

'  Then  he  is  in  London,  FideUa,  and  you 
know  it  ?  ' 

'  Gerald,  you  told  me,  just  a  moment  ago, 
that  you  would  not  ask  me  any  questions. 
You  told  me  you  would  trust  me,  that  you 
would  beheve  in  me.  Are  you  going  to  break 
your  promise  ? ' 

'  You  know  I  am  not,'  he  answered 
gravely. 

'  But  you  seem  distressed,  you  seem 
disturbed,  you  seem  distrustful.  Is  it  in  this 
sort  of  way  we  are  to  meet  for  the  first  time 
since — since  your  life  was  in  danger  ?  Oh,  if 
you  knew  how  I  lay  awake  of  nights,  and 
thought  of  you,  and  prayed  for  you,  and 
longed  to  see  you,  and  how  I  looked  out  for 
this  day  to  be  one  of  the  very  happiest  days 
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of  all  my  life,  a  day  to  be  remembered  for 
ever !     And  now  see ' 

'  Fidelia,'  Gerald  said,  '  I  dare  say  I  should 
be  blamed  by  many  a  wise  person  for  yielding 
to  you  in  this,  but  I  trust  you  absolutely,  and 
I  know  you  deserve  the  trust.  It  is  a  little 
of  a  shock  at  first  to  find  that  you  know 
something  which  you  have  to  keep  from 
me ' 

'For  the  present — only  for  the  present,' 
she  interrupted  imploringly. 

'  For  the  present — yes,  even  for  the 
present.  I  wish  it  were  not  so.  I  wish  you 
had  no  secret  from  me  even  for  a  moment.' 

'  Oh,  and  so  do  I ! '  the  girl  exclaimed 
passionately.  '  I  wish  now  I  had  never  been 
drawn  into  any  sort  of  secrecy.  But  I  could 
not  help  it,  and  I  did  it  for  the  best,  for  I 
know  there  is  danger  to  you,  and  I  believe — 
yes,  I  do — that  I  can  still  save  you  from  it. 
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Gerald,  for  this  time — this  first  time — this 
last  time — let  me  have  my  way.' 

Gerald  was  deeply  perturbed  and  distressed, 
but  he  could  not  doubt  her  love,  and  he  knew 
well  how  keen  and  quick  was  her  intelhgence, 
and  he  knew  as  well  that  she  had,  for  all  her 
womanly  emotions  and  impulses  and  effusive- 
ness, an  almost  masculine  faculty  of  reason. 
He  felt  that  he  could  not  but  trust  her. 

So  he  kissed  her  tenderly. 

'  Do  as  you  will,  my  Fidelia,'  he  said  ;  '  you 
shall  have  my  full  trust  and  confidence  to  the 
end.  I  shall  ask  you  nothing  now — or  after — 
until  the  time  comes  when  you  feel  that  you 
ought  to  tell  me.     I  can  wait.' 

She  began  to  resume  her  courage  again. 
She  smiled  a  sort  of  wintry  smile,  and  pressed 
his  hand  and  said  : 

'  When  I  was  a  little  girl,  Gerald,  I  read 
a  story  which  at  that  time  used  to  chill  my 
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blood.  It  was  a  story  about  a  young  wife. 
She  was  lying  awake  one  night  while  her 
husband  was  sleeping.  Suddenly,  a  man  with 
a  mask  on  came  into  her  room — a  faint  licfht 
was  burning.  He  had  a  pistol  in  his  hand, 
and  the  moment  he  opened  the  door  his  eyes 
caught  hers,  and  they  understood  each  other. 
Then  he  said,  in  the  quietest  little  whisper, 
that  he  had  other  men  outside,  that  he  meant 
to  have  her  jewels  and  everything  of  value  he 
could,  that  if  she  lay  perfectly  quiet  no  harm 
should  happen  to  anyone,  but  that  if  she  roused 
her  husband  he  would  kill  him  that  moment. 
So  she  made  up  her  mind  at  once.  She  said 
nothing,   she   lay   absolutely   still,   she   even 

assumed  the  deep  quiet  breathing  of  sleep ' 

Eidelia  paused. 

'  Go  on,  dearest ;  this  interests  me,  because 
it  interested  you  when  you  were  a  child.' 

'  Interested  ?     Oh,  it  used  to  thrill  me  with 
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a  fearful  fascination,  and  to  horrify  me  all  the 
time.  Well,  but  think  of  her  feehngs — trying 
to  keep  everything  quiet,  trying  to  keep  her 
husband  from  being  disturbed,  while  the 
robber  was  ransacking  the  room  !  At  last 
the  work  was  done,  and  the  robber  silently 
went  away  with  his  spoil.  She  did  not  waken 
her  husband  even  then,  but  let  him  sleep  for 
hours,  until  the  robbers  should  be  quite  safe  out 
of  reach.    Then  she  roused  him,  and  told  him.* 

'  And  he  scolded  her,  I  dare  say,'  Gerald 
said,  smiling. 

'  I  don't  know — I  shouldn't  have  cared 
much  if  I  were  she  ;  I  should  know  that  I  had 
saved  him,  and  that  would  be  enough  for  me.' 

'  Yes,'  Gerald  said,  '  and  you  feel  that  you 
are  like  her  now.' 

'  I  feel  that  I  am  hke  her  now,'  Fideha 
said  tenderly.  '  Yes,  I  used  to  talk  over  the 
story  to  girls  in  those  days,  and  some  of  them 
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said  she  was  wrong,  and  that  she  was  a 
coward,  and  that  she  ought  to  have  wakened 
up  her  husband  and  let  him  fight  the  robber  ; 
but  I  only  thought  that  she  had  saved  her 
husband — saved  him  and  kept  him  for  her  and 
her  love — and  I  could  no  more  care  what 
became  of  the  robber  than  I  could  have  cared 
what  became  of  the  diamonds.  There,  Gerald, 
you  have  my  story.  Don't  ask  me  for  any- 
thing more  now.' 

'  I  understand  something  of  the  meaning 
of  your  parable  in  a  vague  sort  of  way, 
Fidelia.     I  shan't  ask  you  for  anything  more.' 

'  Thank  you,  dearest  Gerald.  I  knew  how 
you  would  act ;  I  knew  it  well,  because  you 
trust  me  as  I  trust  you.  Now  let  us  talk  of 
other  things.' 

So  they  talked  of  other  things — of  many 
other  things.  They  rambled  all  over  the 
garden,  and  they  planned  for  a  next  meeting 
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the  following  day,  and  it  was  as  good  as 
settled  that  they  were  to  be  married 
publicly  very  soon ;  publicly,  that  is  to  say, 
in  the  sense  that  there  was  to  be  no  secrecy  or 
mystery  about  it,  but  in  every  other  sense 
privately  and  quietly,  and  that  the  rest  was 
to  take  care  of  itself.  Fidelia  did  not  for  the 
moment  press  any  further  the  idea  of  the  es- 
cape into  anonymous  obscurity.  She  thought 
she  would  let  things  develop  a  httle  before  she 
finally  made  up  her  mind  to  insist  upon  that. 
If  it  were  needed  as  a  last  resource,  she  would 
not  hesitate  to  urge  it  upon  Gerald,  and  she 
had  good  hope  now  that  she  could  prevad 
with  him.  She  intended  that  everything 
about  the  marriage  should  be  kept  very  private 
until  the  day  came.  Was  she  afraid  of  some 
desperate  deed  of  violence  by  Japhet  Bland  on 
the  very  day  of  the  marriage,  if  he  came  to 
know  of  it  in  time  ?     Perhaps    there    was  a 
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risk — ah,  no  doubt  there  was  a  risk.  But 
something  must  be  risked,  and  she  was  not 
without  a  hope  that  in  the  meantime  she  might 
be  able  to  work  on  the  fears  or  the  selfishness 
or  the  cautious  craft  of  Japhet  Bland.  All 
this  was  coursing  through  her  mind  even 
while  she  was  walking  with  her  lover. 

'  Now,  Gerald  dearest,'  she  suddenly  said, 
'  we  must  go  and  see  Lady  Scardale,  we  must 
indeed ;  we  shall  seem  so  horribly  egotistic 
and  thinking  about  our  own  selves  and  our 
own  happiness  and  nothing  else ;  and  we  are 
not  that,  dearest — no,  we  are  not  that.' 

So  they  went  and  saw  Lady  Scardale  and 
told  her  about  their  plans — as  far  as  they 
could  tell  them — and  Lady  Scardale  approved 
cordially,  setting  down  all  the  privacy  to  the 
account  of  Fidelia's  tender  memory  of  her 
father  and  her  natural  unwillingness  to  have 
any  sort  of  showy  wedding  ceremonial.     And 
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Professor  Bostock,  practising  with  his  foils  in 
the  saloon,  saw  the  three  passing  the  win- 
dow, and  noted  how  their  faces  Avere  bowed 
together  in  hushed  talk,  and  how  Fideha's 
eyes  drooped,  and  how  proud  was  the  look  on 
Gerald's  face — and  Bostock  read  the  whole 
story  as  plainly  as  if  it  had  been  put  into 
print  for  his  understanding.  And  he  thought 
within  himself  that  perhaps  he  could  spoil 
some  of  their  plans  even  yet. 

Gerald  went  away  happy,  proud,  yet 
perplexed.  He  had  the  utmost  confidence  in 
Fidelia,  and  was  sure  that  whatever  she  did 
was  done  for  the  best.  He  had  full  confidence 
even  in  her  judgment.  But  still  the  air  was 
too  thick  with  mystery  for  him,  and  he  hated 
to  be  in  darkness  and  yet  to  know  that  danger 
was  coming  ;  it  was  like  being  in  some  narrow 
tunnel  with  hardly  a  gleam  of  light,  and  with 
the    knowledge  that  a  train  must  soon  rush 
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along  on  this  side  or  on  that.  Let  us  do  him 
justice,  however  ;  uppermost  in  his  mind  was 
the  happiness  he  felt  in  the  knowledge  that 
Fidelia  and  he  were  soon  to  be  married. 
Perhaps  his  great  objection  to  the  idea  of  the 
danger  was  that  he  was  not  allowed  to  take 
his  part  in  it.  '  Must  I  only  be  a  Special 
Correspondent,  even  in  the  affairs  of  my  own 
life  ?  '  he  asked  of  himself,  half  in  jest  half  in 
earnest,  as  he  left  the  College  of  Culture,  '  and 
only  report  what  has  happened  when  the 
struggle  is  over,  and  never  be  allowed  to  go 
to  the  front  and  take  a  hand  in  the  battle  ?  ' 

He  went  on  to  the  Voyagers'  Club  and 
smoked  and  thought.  He  avoided  talking  to 
men,  and  always  kept  a  foreign  newspaper 
open  in  his  hand,  on  which  he  affected  to  be 
deeply  intent. 

'  Copy,  old  man  ?  '  said  a  friendly  brother- 
journalist  who  passed  him — 'copy'  meaning 


LOVERS  131 

the  written  matter  which  is  supplied  to  the 
press  for  printing — the  implication  of  the 
brother-journalist  in  this  case  being  that 
Gerald  was  looking  through  the  foreign  paper 
to  find  materials  to  write  about,  and  would 
therefore  rather  not  be  disturbed. 

'  Copy  ?  Oh  yes,'  Gerald  answered,  '  always 
copy — copy.  Shower  of  frogs — enormous 
gooseberry — you  know.' 

These,  too,  are  ancient  jokes  among  the 
craft  of  journalism — the  assumption  that  men 
still  concoct  for  the  papers  in  '  the  silly  season  ' 
the  story  of  a  shower  of  frogs  descending 
somewhere,  or  of  a  gooseberry  which  might 
be  called  the  Leviathan  of  fruit.  Thus  Gerald 
got  free  of  his  friend  and  went  back  to  his 
thoughts,  his  perplexities,  his  vague  fears,  his 
happiness,  and  his  strong  love. 
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CHAPTEE  XXVIII 

A   NIGHT   ATTACK 

EuPERT  Granton  came  to  the  Culture  College 
that  same  evening,  after  Gerald  Aspen  had 
left.  He  had  not  particularly  desired  to  see 
Fideha,  but  he  found  her  with  Lady  Scardale, 
in  one  of  Lady  Scardale's  rooms,  and  the  man 
would  have  been  dull  indeed  who  did  not 
know  by  the  looks  of  the  two  women,  by  their 
affectionate  clinging  to  each  other,  that  some- 
thing had  happened  which  filled  their  minds. 
When  he  entered,  Lady  Scardale  was  seated 
with  her  arm  round  Fidelia's  waist,  holding 
the  girl  tenderly  to  her.  The  coming  of 
Eupert    disturbed    this    little     arrangement, 
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and  Fidelia  drew  away  and  blushed  a  good 
deal.  Instinct  told  Eupert  what  it  was  all 
about. 

'You  must  congratulate  her,  Eupert  dear,' 
Lady  Scardale  said  ;  '  I  am  so  glad  you  have 
come  in  good  time  to  do  it.  Why  don't  you 
shake  hands,  you  two,  I  want  to  know  ? ' 
she  asked,  in  the  sweetest  tone  of  remon- 
strance. She  knew  full  well  what  Eupert  felt 
towards  Fidelia,  and  she  wished  to  break 
things  gently  to  him,  and  to  show  him  that 
he  must  take  things  lightly,  at  least  in  ap- 
pearance, and  assume  to  Fidelia  the  manner 
of  a  friend  to  his  friend.  Fidelia  hung  back 
a  little  confused.  She  somehow  wished  that 
she  had  not  been  present  when  the  news  was 
told  to  Eupert.  And  then  she  never  could 
take  his  hand  without  a  hesitancy  and  a  cold 
tremor.  She  had  forced  herself  to  do  it,  but 
it  was  always  a  pain  and  grief,  and  a  renewal 
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of  old  grief  to  her.  For  that  hand  had  killed 
her  father.  Eupert  hung  back  too,  well 
knowing  what  must  be  in  the  girl's  mind. 
Each,  however,  well  knew  the  severe  necessity- 
there  was  for  keeping  Lady  Scardale  ignorant 
of  that  which  was  within  their  knowledge. 
Lady  Scardale  misinterpreted  the  feelings  of 
both. 

'  She  is  going  to  be  married,  Eupert,'  she 
said,  '  to  Mr.  Aspen,'  and  she  looked  into  his 
face  sympathetically ;  '  take  her  hand,  and 
wish  her  joy.' 

Eupert  moved  towards  Fidelia ;  she 
advanced  to  him.  He  kept  his  eyes  averted. 
The  window  was  open ;  it  was  a  soft  evening 
of  early  autumn,  and  the  exquisite  breath 
of  the  flowers  was  borne  into  the  room.  At 
that  moment  Eupert  saw  Professor  Bostock 
standing  on  the  path  outside  the  window  and 
looking  keenly  into  the  room.     Neither  Lady 
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Scardale  nor  Fidelia  could  have  seen  him 
from  where  Lady  Scardale  sat  and  Fidelia 
was  standing.  Granton  took  Fidelia's  hand — 
it  felt  cold  as  marble — and  he  hfted  his  eyes 
to  hers  and  wished  her  joy.  Oh  !  how 
sincerely  he  wished  it  I  How  he  loved  her  all 
the  time !  How  he  saw  in  a  moment  all  his 
past  hfe  come  back  upon  him — and  that  one 
hateful  scene,  the  memory  of  which  made  him 
reluctant  to  touch  that  girl's  cold  hand  I  How 
he  lamented  for  his  wasted  vouth,  and  wished 
that  he  had  led  another  hfe  I  It  seemed  to 
him  for  the  moment  as  if  tears  were  coming 
into  his  eyes.  He,  the  outcast  of  aristocracy 
— the  purposeless  wanderer — the  social  exile 
— the  world's  tramp — the  rowdy  of  Xew  York 
and  New  Orleans,  and  Vera  Cruz  and  Brazil, 
and  Chili  and  Asia  and  South  Africa — he  felt 
his  eyes  growing  moist  because  he  wished  in 
his  heart  for  the  happiness,  with  another  man, 
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of  the  girl  he  loved,  and  whom  he  was  soon 
to  see  for  the  last  time. 

All  this  passed  in  a  second — in  a  flash. 
And  as  he  dropped  Fidelia's  hand  and  his 
eyes  left  hers,  he  glanced  at  the  window,  and 
was  aware  that  Professor  Bostock  was  still 
there.  Then  Bostock  gave  one  rapid  look 
into  the  room  again,  with  a  sudden  flame  in 
his  eyes,  and  turned  away.  In  that  instant 
Granton  had  formed  a  theory.  That  glance 
from  those  eyes  had  been  as  a  revelation  to 
him. 

He  did  not  stay  long.  He  told  his  sister- 
in-law  privately  that  he  would  probably  come 
back  later  in  the  evening.  He  wanted  to  talk 
to  her  about  two  or  three  things,  he  said 
carelessly.  Lady  Scardale  assumed  that  he 
wished  to  ask  her  some  questions  about  the 
approaching  marriage,  and  she  was  anxious 
to  speak  to  him  quietly  about  it. 
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So  he  went  away,  and  late  that  evening, 
after  Fideha  had  gone  to  her  own  room  for 
the  nicrht,  he  returned.  But  to  Lady 
Scardale's  surprise  he  did  not  speak  about 
Fideha  or  .-  spen,  or  the  marriage.  She 
respected  his  feehngs  and  said  not  a  word  on 
the  subject.  He  talked  about  all  manner  of 
other  things,  and  asked  her  two  or  three 
questions  about  her  first  knowledge  of  Pro- 
fessor Bostock.  It  was  growing  late,  for  that 
early  place,  and  Lady  Scardale  asked  him  if 
he  would  not  stay  for  the  night,  he  often  did 
thus  stay.  He  assented  very  readily,  on  con- 
dition that  he  might  yet  lounge  about  the 
grounds  for  a  while  and  smoke  his  cigar. 

Lady  Scardale  gave  her  ready  assent,  and 
she  presently  gave  him  a  kiss,  and  also  the 
latch-key  for  one  of  the  doors,  admonished 
him  not  to  stay  up  too  late,  and  left  him  to 
himself.     She    could    easily   understand,    she 
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thought,  why  he  should  wish  to  be  left  to 
himself.  He  would  want  to  indulge  himself 
in  lonely  thinking  over  the  coming  marriage 
of  the  girl  he  loved,  and  who  was  not  to  be 
married  to  him. 

Eupert  wandered  about  the  grounds 
smoking  and  thinking.  He  wandered  about, 
purposeless,  as  a  ghost.  He  was  going  away 
for  ever  very  soon,  and  it  soothed  his 
melancholy  fancy  to  wander  about  the  place 
alone,  and  at  night,  for  the  last  time. 

But  he  was  thinking  also  of  the  mystery 
that  had  hung  over  the  lives  of  so  many 
people  this  time  back,  ever  since  he  returned 
to  London,  and  he  was  thinking  of  the  revela- 
tion which  he  seemed  to  have  caught  from 
that  one  flash  of  Bostock's  eyes.  He  had 
always  noticed  how  heavy  and  how  blank  of 
all  expression  Bostock's  eyes  habitually  were. 
He  even  remembered  how,  on  the  day  of  the 
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fencing-match  and  the  unbated  foil,  Bostock, 
amid  all  the  surrounding  excitement,  had 
preserved  that  beamless  look  in  his  eyes. 
Then,  of  course,  Bostock  knew  that  other  eyes 
were  on  his ;  but  this  evening — this  evening 
— when,  for  a  moment,  he  doubtless  supposed 
himself  unseen,  the  eyes  flashed  and  filled  with 
liorhtninor. 

'  I  have  seen  those  blazing  eyes  before,' 
Eupert  told  himself  again  and  again.  '  Where 
did  I  see  them  ? ' 

Full  of  these  thoughts,  some  melancholy, 
some  penitent  for  the  past,  some  suddenly 
troubled  and  anxious  about  the  present  and 
the  future,  he  wandered  through  the  grounds, 
and  at  last  came  to  a  little  clump  of  trees  on 
a  patch  of  lawn,  which  he  knew  were  under 
and  just  opposite  Fidelia's  window,  and  there 
he  lingered  awhile.  There  was  a  light  in  her 
window.     He  watched  it  idly,  purposelessly, 
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felt  as  if  he  could  not  get  himself  away  from 
the  spot. 

'  How  confoundedly  I  am  in  love  with  her,' 
he  said,  half  jesting  with  himself  and  his  own 
emotions,  '  at  my  time,  and  after  all  my  ex- 
perience ! ' 

Fidelia  had  no  thought  of  going  to  bed 
just  yet.  She  was  not  inclined  for  sleep. 
The  events  of  recent  days  had  kept  her  always, 
always  on  the  strain  and  stretch  of  anxiety, 
and  this  day  her  mind  had  been  especially 
strained.  The  secrets  she  was  keeping  were 
growing  too  much  for  her,  were  becoming 
irrepressible  as  the  knowledge  of  the  Pythoness. 
Yet  for  the  moment  she  must  keep  something 
even  from  Gerald,  and  she  would  have  to  keep 
something  always  from  Lady  Scardale. 

When  she  and  Gerald  were  married  and 
were  safely  away  from  England,  and  quiet  in 
some  obscure  place,  then,  but  not  till  then, 
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she  would  tell  him  all.  Bt^fore  that  time 
she  did  not  dare  to  speak.  Nothing,  she  felt 
sure — not  even  his  love  for  her — would 
prevent  him  from  following  up  the  clue  to  the 
crimes  which  it  was  in  her  power  to  give  him, 
and  she  told  herself  in  heart-sickening  convic- 
tion over  and  over  again  that  his  very  first 
move  would  be  the  sisfnal  for  his  death. 

Oh,  how  she  hated  the  money  Tvhich  had 
been  the  cause  of  all  this  crime  in  some  and 
suffering  in  others  !  If  Gerald  would  only 
consent  to  come  away — then  she  thought  she 
would  be  able  to  keep  him  with  her  until  the 
danger  was  over — until  the  mystery  of  the 
murder-plot  was  unravelled  and  the  murderer 
held  fast  by  justice. 

Then  she  sometimes  thought  how  would 
it  be  if  Eland,  driven  to  despair  by  some 
premature  movement  on  Gerald's  part,  were 
to  turn  upon  her  and  kill  her — how  would  it 
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be  with  poor  Gerald?  The  thought  of  her 
own  death  made  her  tremble  and  shudder 
and  brought  tears  into  her  eyes,  not  on  her 
own  account,  but  because  Gerald  would  be  so 
lonely  !  And  Bland  would  be  capable  of  that 
or  of  anything,  she  thought.  In  truth,  Fidelia's 
love  for  Gerald  was  making  her  timid — was 
making  her  almost  cowardly.  Come  an 
actual  and  present  crisis  and  her  soul  and 
sense  would  surely  rally,  but  with  the  dark 
shadow  of  a  vague  danger  over  her,  and  a 
danger  about  which  she  must  not  seek  for 
sympathy  or  counsel,  her  nerves  gave  way, 
and  she  felt  as  if  some  paralysing  poison 
were  doing  its  cruel,  creeping  work  within 
her. 

She  tried  to  read,  but  she  could  not  fix 
her  attention  on  any  book.  It  is  a  sad  thing 
for  authors  to  know,  but  it  is  a  very  true 
thing,  that  a  very  httle  personal  trouble  or 
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anxiety   makes   even    one's    favourite    book 
sometimes  an  intolerable  companion. 

Then  Fidelia  fell  back  upon  her  own 
artistic  resources.  She  was  fond  of  writing 
versicles  and  settincr  them  to  music.  She  had  a 
gift  for  versicles,  but  no  inspiration  for  longer 
and  more  pretentious  poems.  She  liked  one 
thought  expressed  into  a  song  and  lifted  on 
the  wings  of  music.  A  little  song  which  she 
had  lately  composed  and  set  to  music  came 
up  into  her  mind,  and  somehow  or  other  it 
seemed  to  her  to  speak  of  her  own  perplexities 
just  now,  and  she  sang  it,  or  crooned  it,  in  a 
low  sweet  voice,  all  to  herself.  Her  voice 
was  not  strong,  but  it  had  infinite  beauty  of 
tender  tone,  refined  and  delicate  shading  of 
expression.  AM  the  soul  of  feehng  seemed  to 
fill  it  and  make  it  intense.  This  was  Fidelia's 
song,  sung  for  no  ears  but  hers,  audible  by  no 
ears  but  hers  : 
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Ab,  wherefore  smile — when  we  so  oft  must  weep  ? 

And  why  rejoice,  when  we  must  know  regret  ? 
Or  lose  ourselves  in  dreams  when  after  sleep 

We  wake  to  muse  on  all  we  would  forget  ? 
Why  must  we  live,  when  life  is  but  to  live  ? 

Why  prize  these  few  poor  years  of  mortal  breath, 
Since  all  that  Time  and  Fate  at  last  can  give 

Is  the  unlonged-for  mystery  of  Death  ? 


The  words  answered  to  her  thoughts  just 
now.  In  the  end  what  else  ?  If  Gerald  were 
to  die — if  she  were  to  die  !  She  sang  her 
little  song  more  than  once,  and  then  she 
stood  up  and  said  to  herself  that  she  would 
shake  off  all  morbid  fears  and  fantasies, 
and  meet  the  perplexities  and  the  dangers  of 
life  with  hope  and  with  a  strong  heart.  But 
the  tone  of  the  song  had  strengthened  her  in 
reality,  even  though  she  'did  not  know  it  at 
the  time.  The  sense  of  the  reahty  of  death  is 
a  tonic  always. 

She  went  to  her  window  and  opened  it, 
and    stood  on  the  balcony— her  room  had  a 
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very  pretty  balcony  of  delicate  and  graceful 
ironwork,  and  close  by  the  balcony  there 
grew  a  tall  tree.  Fidelia  had  long  loved  that 
balcony  and  that  tree.  Just  now  it  came 
into  her  head,  in  an  odd  sort  of  way,  that  if 
vshe  only  were  a  schoolgirl  again,  and  not  a 
personage  who  had  to  support  the  dignity  of 
grown-up  womanhood  and  long  skirts,  she 
could  easily  climb  from  her  balcony  into  the 
boughs  of  that  tree,  and  rock  herself  among 
the  branches  and  look  up  to  the  moon  and  be 
cradled  in  romance  and  poetry. 

She  almost  felt  a  wild  longing  to  scramble 
into  the  tree  from  the  railing  of  the  balcony, 
but  she  crushed  down  that  wild  desire,  un- 
worthy of  and  indeed  wholly  unsuited  to  the 
dignity  of  long  dresses.  So  she  contented 
herself  with  watching  the  swaying  motion  of 
the  darkling  boughs  and  listening  to  their 
melancholy  music,  and  then  looking  up  to  the 
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voyage  of  the  moon  among  the  cloud-islands 
of  the  sky. 

After  a  while  she  came  back  into  her 
room,  leaving  her  window  still  open,  and  she 
sat  in  an  arm-chair  and  began  to  think  over 
things  again.  She  had  resolved  that  she 
would  not  go  to  bed  until  she  felt  sleepy,  and 
that  for  the  present  she  was  certain  to  keep 
broad  awake.  Having  settled  into  her  chair 
with  that  resolve  and  that  understanding,  she 
straightway  fell  asleep  where  she  sat. 

How  long  did  she  sleep  ?  Some  hours,  it 
seemed  to  her ;  when  she  woke  up  it  was  in 
reality  only  a  few  minutes.  She  was  awa- 
kened by  a  curious  rusthng,  creaking  sound 
just  outside  her  window.  She  jumped  up 
and  instinctively  ran  to  the  window  to  close 
it — she  could  not  tell  why — and  then  she 
became  aware  of  a  dark  form  between  her 
and  the  sky.     Then  a  man  scrambled  from 


A   NIGHT  ATTACK  147 

the  tree  into  the  balcony.  All  the  tales  she 
had  ever  heard  about  midnight  robbers 
rushed  topsy-turvey  into  Fidelia's  mind,  but 
even  then  she  was  trying  to  resolve  that 
she  would  not  get  into  a  panic.  It  was 
too  late  to  close  the  window.  The  man, 
whoever  he  might  be,  was  already  in  the 
balcony. 

'  Don't  be  frightened,'  he  said,  in  a  too 
well-known  voice ;  '  it  is  a  friend  who  comes, 
and  not  an  enemy,  Miss  Locke.' 

It  was  Professor  Bostock — Japhet  Bland. 
Fidelia  drew  back.     He  entered  the  room. 

'  Professor  Bostock — here — at  this  hour  ! 
How  did  you  get  in?  Why  have  you  come 
here  ? ' 

'  I  got  in,'  he  said,  '  by  the  tree — and  the 
balcony,  and  the  open  window.  It  was  not  a 
very  difficult  feat.' 

'  The  getting  out  again,'  she  said,  '  will  be 
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even  less  difficult — for  you  can  pass  out  by 
that  door.'  She  moved  towards  the  door  to 
unlock  it.  He  suddenly  got  between  the 
door  and  her. 

'  Stay  a  moment,  Miss  Locke — don't  be  in 
a  hurry — don't  be  alarmed.* 

'  Alarmed  ?  I  am  not  the  least  in  the 
world  alarmed — what  is  there  to  be  alarmed 
at?' 

'  Truly  nothing,'  he  said  grimly,  '  if  you 
will  only  listen  to  me.' 

'  I  am  not  alarmed,  and  I  don't  mean  to 
make  any  conditions.  Pray  allow  me  to  open 
that  door.' 

'  Suppose  I  don't  allow  you  to  open  it — 
what  then  ? ' 

'  Then  I  shall  assume  that  you  are  going 
mad.' 

'And  suppose  I  am  going  mad — what 
then  ?  ' 
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'Then  I  shall  ring  for  assistance — for  your 
sake  as  well  as  mine.' 

'  For  my  sake  !  I  am  glad  to  hear  you 
say  for  my  sake ' 

'  Because  if  you  are  going  mad — and  your 
being  here  in  this  sort  of  way  looks  very  like 
it — you  ought  to  be  looked  after.'  She  made 
another  effort  to  reach  the  door.  He  still 
kept  between  her  and  it  with  a  rigid  smile 
on  his  face. 

'  You  need  not  trouble  about  me,'  he  said. 
'  I  am  not  in  the  least  mad — in  the  medical 
doctor's  sense  of  the  word  or  that  of  the 
Master  in  Lunacy.  I  am  quite  sane — except 
for  my  love  of  you ' 

'  Oh,'  she  exclaimed,  '  this  is  too  much ' 


'  You  will  have  to  listen  to  a  great  deal 
more  before  I  leave  you,  Fidelia.' 

'  I  told  you  not  to  call  me  Fidelia,'  she 
said  energetically,  and  she  tried  again  to  get 
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past  him  and  to  open  the  door  or  reach  the 
bell. 

'  I  will  not  let  you  pass,'  he  said.  '  I  have 
things  to  tell  you  that  must  be  told  !  I  know 
that  you  are  going  to  marry  that  young  penny- 
a-liner,  Aspen.' 

Fidelia  felt  her  anger  growing  beyond  her 
fear. 

'  If  Mr.  Aspen  were  within  hearing,'  she 
said,  '  you  would  not  dare  to  insult 
him.' 

Bland  paid  no  attention  to  her  words. 

'  I  learned  that  to-day,'  he  said,  '  when  I 
saw  you  and  him  and  Lady  Scardale  commun- 
ing and  taking  counsel  together.  No  one  told 
me.  I  can  read  things  without  a  book !  I 
learned  something  else  to-day  as  well.  Now, 
at  last,  I  have  found  out  also  who  and  where 
Eatt  Gundy  is.' 

Fidelia's  very  natural  start  told  the  keen 
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fencing-master  at  once  that  he  had  touched 
her. 

'  He  was  here  to-day,'  Bland  went  on.  '  I 
knew  it  the  moment  I  saw  the  aristocratic 
Mr.  Eupert  Granton  put  out  his  hand  to  take 
yours  !  I  saw  the  pitiful,  beseeching  sort  of 
way  in  which  he  approached  you,  and  the 
way  you  shrank  from  him,  and  the  look  of 
wonder  in  Lady  Scardale's  eyes  ;  and  I  saw 
the  sudden  way  in  which  you  two  hastened  to 
perform  the  business  of  clasping  hands  ;  then 
a  light  broke  in  on  me.  I  had  had  my  vague 
suspicions  and  conjectures,  but  this  was  a 
revelation  !  And  so,  Fideha,  Lady  Scardale's 
brother-in-law  is  the  man  who  killed  your 
father  !  What  a  piece  of  news  to  tell  her ! 
What  a  hold  that  gives  me  ! ' 

'On  him? — he  would  defy  you.     He  has 
told  me  the  truth  ! ' 

'  Oh,  he  has  told  you.     Has  he  told  her  ?  ' 
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'  Then  the  hold  you  hope  to  get  is  on 
that  most  sweet  lady.  You  are  a  gallant 
gentleman,  Mr.  Japhet  Bland.' 

'  No,  not  on  her  ;  what  do  I  care  about 
her  ?  On  you — on  your  feelings  for  her  ! 
Fidelia,  for  the  sake  of  her  feelings  you  will 
have  to  treat  with  me.' 

'  Not  even  for  her,'  Fidelia  said  ;  '  she  would 
despise  me  if  I  stooped  to  any  compromise  for 
one  moment  with  you.  Let  me  pass  through 
the  door,  or  it  will  be  worse  for  you  in  the 
end.' 

If  FideHa  could  only  have  known  that 
faithful  eyes  were  watching  her  window  at 
that  very  moment  she  might  have  been  brave 
indeed.  But  she  was  brave,  although  she  did 
not  know  that  any  help  was  near.  Yet  though 
she  showed  no  fear,  and  though,  indeed,  she 
felt  her  courage  quite  equal  to  whatever  the 
occasion  might   demand,  she   could   not  but 
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see  from  Bland's  face  that  he  was  determined, 
and  that  he  would  not  allow  her  to  open  the 
door  or  ring  the  bell.  She  well  knew  that  he 
was  a  strong  and  an  active  man,  and  that  she 
would  be  but  as  a  child  in  his  hands. 

One  curious  thoucrht  ran  throuo-h  her  at 
the  moment — if  Eupert  Granton  were  there, 
Granton  would  be  able  to  flin^  Bland  throusfh 
the  open  window.  She  did  not  wish  her  lover 
there  even  to  protect  her — she  would  have 
dreaded  a  meeting  at  such  a  time  between  him 
and  Bland.     If  she  could  only  have  known ! 

'  Professor  Bostock,'  she  said  quietly,  '  it 
is  not  like  you  to  do  a  thing  of  this  kind — to 
thrust  your  way  suddenly  into  a  girl's  room 
at  night  and  insist  that  she  must  talk  to  you. 
I  will  not  talk  to  you.' 

'  What  can  you  do  ?  ' 

'  I  will  open  the  door  and  go  out — or  I 
will  ring  the  bell  until  somebody  comes ' 
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'  If  I  allow  you  to  do  one  or  the  other/ 

'  You  will  not  prevent  me  by  force.' 

'  I  will,'  he  answered  fiercely.  '  I  will  not 
hurt  you,  Fidelia,  unless  I  am  driven  to  it. 
But  I  will  hold  you  in  my  arms  as  if  you 
were  a  child — just  a  little  child.' 

'  Suppose  I  cry  out  ?  ' 

'  Then,'  he  answered  sternly,  '  I  have  two 
courses  open  to  me.  I  will  kill  you — or  I 
will  say  you  invited  me  to  your  room.' 

Fidelia  turned  on  him  a  look  of  fierce 
contempt.     She  even  laughed. 

'Say  anything  you  like,'  she  said.  '  Who 
would  believe  you  in  this  house,  or  anywhere 
else  ? ' 

'I  will  tell,'  he  said,  *  that  you  have  long 
known  me  to  be  Japhet  Bland,  and  that  you 
have  kept  my  secret  from  everyone — and  I 
will  tell  that  I  wanted  you  to  marry  me — 
and  that  you  kept  that  a  secret  too — and  I 


A   NIGHT  ATTACK  155 

will  say  that  you  invited  me  to  your  room, 
to  talk  over  things — here,  to-night — and  why 
should  they  not  believe  that? ' 

'  Let  us  try,'  she  said,  scornfully.  '  "We 
shall  soon  see  whether  there  is  anyone  in  this 
house  who  will  for  one  single  moment  refuse 
to  believe  my  word.     Let  me  pass.' 

'  Why  need  we  be  enemies? '  he  said,  still 
keeping  her  from  her  purpose.  She  would 
have  made  a  rush  at  the  door  but  for  the 
mere  physical  reason  that  she  shrank  from 
the  thought  of  being  grasped  and  held  in  his 
arms. 

'  You  and  I  must  always  be  enemies  now,' 
she  said,  passionately. 

'  Why  must  we?  I  love  you  madly — yes, 
in  that  way  I  am  a  sort  of  madman — as 
dangerous  as  any  madman.  I  am  determined 
to  get  you  to  marry  me,  Fidelia,  by  fair  means 
or  foul.     Don't  you  see  that,  this  very  night, 
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the  mere  fact  of  my  being  found  here  may  be 
the  means  of  securing  my  end  ?  Why,  the 
finger  of  scorn  will  point  at  you  if  this  gets 
out.' 

'  You  coward,  to  try  and  frighten  a  woman 
in  that  way !     But  you  don't  frighten  me  ! ' 

'  What  about  your  lover,  Mr.  Gerald 
Aspen  ? — what  would  he  say  to  such  a  story, 
I  wonder  ? ' 

'  He  would  say  what  I  say — that  you  are 
a  coward  and  a  liar,  and  I  tell  you  something 
more,  Mr.  Japhet  Bland — you  are  a  murderer  ! 
I  have  suspected  you  this  long  time ;  I  have 
known  you  at  last.  I  only  allowed  you  to 
speak  to  me  in  order  that  I  might  get  at  your 
secret.  There,  let  me  go,  or  kill  me  if  you 
like.' 

'I  would  rather  kill  you  than  let  him 
marry  you.  What  I  did  to  him  I  did  because 
I  loved  you,  and  because  I  was  determined 
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that  he  should  not  marry  you.  That  is  one 
thing  I  came  to  tell  you  here  this  night. 
Marry  me,  and  come  away  with  me,  and  that 
man  shall  be  safe  for  ever,  and  may  get  his 
money  and  write  for  his  papers,  and  find  out 
some  pretty,  commonplace  girl,  such  as 
English  Nature  turns  out  by  the  dozen,  who 
will  suit  him  nicely  and  can  chronicle  small 
beer  and  suckle  fools  for  him.  I  am  not  that 
sort  of  man  ;  I  have  never  loved  any  woman 
but  you,  and  if  I  do  not  marry  you  I  will 
take  good  care  that  no  one  else  shall  do  it. 
You  have  never  had  to  deal  with  a  man  like 
me  before,  Fideha  ;  you  must  make  terms 
with  me  ;  I  am  a  desperate  man.' 

'  Then  I  am  a  desperate  woman,'  she 
replied.  'I  will  make  no  terms  with  you. 
Kill  me,  if  you  like  ;  you  can't  make  me  not 
hate  you,  and  you  can't  make  me  afraid  of  you. 
Hush  !  listen !  there  are  footsteps — there  are 
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voices — people  are  coming — oh  !  thank  God  ! ' 
And  then  she  sent  peahng  out  scream  after 
scream  for  help. 

For  a  moment — a  second — she  believed 
that  he  would  kill  her.  His  eyes  blazed  with 
passion,  and  he  seemed  to  be  searching  for  a 
weapon  ;  but  already  there  was  a  knocking  at 
the  door,  and  two  voices  called  on  Fidelia, 
and  the  moment  was  gone,  and  the  mood  of 
the  wretched  man  gave  way,  and  he  knew 
too  well  in  his  own  heart  that  as  he  had  hesi- 
tated for  an  instant  to  keep  his  word  and  to 
kill  her,  it  was  all  over  now.     He  let  her  go. 

'  Open  the  door,'  he  said,  '  and  tell  them 
just  as  much  or  just  as  little  as  you  like.' 

She  unlocked  the  door,  and  Lady  Scardale 
and  Eupert  Granton  hurried  into  the  room. 

'  Save  me  from  this  man ! '  she  cried,  her 
self-control  all  gone. 

Eupert  sprang  at  Bland  and  struck  him  a 
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fierce  blow  right  between  the  eyes,  and  Bland 
went  down  in  a  heap  on  the  floor. 

'  Take  care,  take  care  ! '  Fideha  exclaimed, 
'  he  is  capable  of  murder.' 

Eupert  stood  with  perfect  composure 
awaiting  an  attack  ;  but  Professor  Bostock 
gathered  himself  up  quickly  and  made  no 
attempt  to  retaliate. 

'  I  don't  fight  before  women,'  he  said. 

'  I  saw  you  stab  before  women,'  Granton 
rephed.  '  That  fencing  bout — don't  you  re- 
member ? ' 

'Tell  me  all  about  this,  Fideha,'  Lady 
Scardale  said.  She  had  been  trying  to  soothe 
and  encourage  the  poor  shaken  girl.  '  Eupert, 
dear,  please  keep  yourself  under  control,  and 
never  mind  that  man.  We  shall  come  to  deal 
with  him  presently.  Tell  us  all,  Fideha. 
Stay  there,  Mr.  Bostock.' 

'  No  ;  I  think  I  had  better  sro,'  Bland  said, 
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resuming  now  all  the  stolid  coldness  of  his 
habitual  manner.  '  I  don't  see  that  I  am 
wanted  here  just  now.' 

'  How  did  you  come  here  ?  '  Lady  Scardale 
asked  indignantly.  '  How  did  you  dare  to 
come  here  and  thrust  yourself  at  such  an 
hour  on  this  young  lady  ? ' 

'  We  had  many  fencing  lessons  together,' 
he  answered,  *  and  I  thought  I  should  like  her 
to  have  one  more ' 

Granton  moved  impetuously — Lady  Scar- 
dale  put  her  hand  on  him  and  restrained  him. 
Lady  Scardale  was  simple-minded  for  all  her 
inteUigence  and  her  culture,  and  she  did  not 
understand  Bland's  metaphorical  allusion. 

•A  fencing  lesson  at  eleven  o'clock  at 
niorht ! '  she  said  in  actual  wonder.  '  What  do 
you  mean,  Mr.  Bostock  ? ' 

'  I  thought  I  could  teach  Miss  Locke 
something  she  ought  to  know — about  some 
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people  she  ought  to  know,'  Bland  said,  with  a 
fierce  look  at  Granton.  '  Some  people  against 
whom  she  ought  to  defend  herself.  I  meant 
her  no  offence  and  no  harm,  but  only  good,  if 
she  could  have  seen  it ' 

'  He  did  not  offend  me,'  FideHa  hastened 
to  say,  dreading  any  further  scene,  '  except 
by  coming  in  and  refusing  to  go  away  when  I 
told  him  he  must  go.' 

'  Offence  enough,'  Granton  said. 

'  Yes,  certainly,  offence  enough,'  Lady 
Scardale  echoed.  '  Mr.  Bostock,  I  think  you 
must  be  going  out  of  your  senses.' 

'  I  was  going  out  of  my  senses — I  am 
coming  back  to  them  now.' 

'  How  did  you  come  so  quickly  ? '  FideUa 
asked  of  Lady  Scardale.  '  You  came  before 
I  cried  out.' 

'Eupert  knocked  at  my  door  and  called 
me.     He  said  he  had  been  wandering  about 
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the  grounds,  and  he  saw  someone  climb  into 
your  balcony,  and  he  thought  it  better  to 
come  and  tell  me  than  to  climb  up  himself, 
and,  perhaps,  put  you  to  a  new  alarm.' 

'I  saw  who  it  was,'  Rupert  said,  coolly, 
'  and  I  thought,  Miss  Locke,  that  you  would 
rather  I  brought  my  sister-in-law  with  me. 
Otherwise,  I  could  have  got  in  at  the  window 
in  a  moment,  but  I  thought  you  wouldn't  care 
for  such  an  intrusion,  and  a  row  in  your  room, 
perhaps  ;  and  although  I  was  tempted  to  take 
the  summary  process,  I  felt  sure  I  had  better 
bring  Lady  Scardale  along.' 

'  I  am  glad  you  are  all  so  happy  and 
loving,'  Bland  said  with  a  sneer.  '  I  shan't 
disturb  all  the  happiness  just  now.  I  may, 
perhaps,  another  time.  At  present  I  don't 
care  much  to  stay.'  He  was  quite  cool  now, 
and  his  pale  face — pale  save  where  the  blow 
of  Granton's  hand  had  left  an  angry  red  mark 
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— was  quite  unmoved.  '  Good-night,  ^liss 
Locke ;  I  am  sorry  if  I  alarmed  you  ;  there 
are  other  things  I  am  sorrier  for  than  that. 
Good-night,  Lady  Scardale ;  I  suppose  you 
will  scarcely  expect  me  to-morrow  ? ' 

'  I  hope  I  shall  never  see  you  again,  Mr. 
Bostock,'  Lady  Scardale  said  with  all  sincerity. 

'Don't  call  him  Bostock,'  Granton  broke 
in.  '  His  name  isn't  Bostock.  His  name  is ' 

'  Stop,'  Bostock  said,  and  he  said  it  so 
sternly  that  Granton  did  pause.  '  Mr.  Granton, 
we  have  both  borne  names  that  were  not  our 
own.     Shall  I  tell  your  other  name  ?  ' 

'  Oh  !  hush,'  Fidelia  interposed.  Bostock 
smiled. 

'  Perhaps  for  the  present  we  may  keep  our 
knowledge  to  ourselves,'  he  said.  '  It  may 
interest  these  ladies  some  day.' 

Granton  looked  at  him  with  much  amaze - 
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ment  and  some  admiration  for  his   coolness. 
Bostock  drew  near  to  Granton. 

'  May  I  speak  a  word  or  two  with  you 
outside  ? '  he  said  in  a  low  tone,  but  not  so 
low  as  to  prevent  Fidelia  from  catching  the 
sound  and  the  meaning  of  the  words.  She 
turned  from  Lady  Scardale  and  towards 
Granton. 

'  Do  not  go  with  him,  do  not  go  with  him, 
I  entreat  you,'  she  said. 

Bostock  looked  back  at  her  with  a  some- 
thing almost  hke  a  smile  upon  his  face. 
'  There  is  nothing  to  be  alarmed  at,  Miss 
Locke,  I  assure  you,'  he  said.  '  I  am  quite 
tame    at    present.     But,    of    course,   if  Mr. 

Granton  is  at  all  afraid ' 

'I  am  not  in  the  least  afraid  of  you,' 
Granton  replied,  coolly.  '  Come  outside,  by 
all  means.  I  will  see  you  off  the  premises, 
and  you  can  say  what  you  want  to  say.' 
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Fidelia  again  turned  with  a  little  sob  to 
Lady  Scardale's  arms.  Her  nerves  were  much 
shaken  by  the  ordeal  she  had  gone  through. 
Lady  Scardale  soothed  her,  speaking  softly 
and  gently  as  to  a  tired  child.  Granton 
motioned  to  Bostock  to  go  out  of  the  room 
before  him.  With  a  salutation  to  the  two 
women,  Bostock  passed  out  and  Granton 
followed  him,  drawing  the  door  after  him. 

The  two  men  went  in  silence  through  the 
silent  corridors  and  down  the  stairs  till  they 
came  to  the  front  door,  which  Granton  un- 
locked and  unbarred.  He  flung  it  open,  and 
the  two  men  stood  together  in  the  doorway 
in  the  clear  light. 

'  Well,'  said  Granton,  '  what  have  you  got 
to  say  to  me  ?  Whatever  it  is,  say  it  quickly, 
and  let  this  place  be  clear  of  you.' 

'  I  have  to  say  that  this  is  a  duel  to  the 
death  between  you  and  me ' 
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'  All  right,'  Granton  said  ;  '  I  have  fought 
in  a  duel  to  the  death  before  now — and  been 
very  sorry  for  it.  I  don't  think  I  should 
be  particularly  sorry  if  the  result  in  this 
case  should  prove  to  be  the  same  as  in  one 
other.  Can  you  fight — except  with  a  foil 
unbated  ? ' 

'  You  will  find  that  I  can.  The  mark  of 
your  blow  is  likely  to  remain  for  some  time. 
I  shall  cease  to  feel  the  hurt  if  I  can  finish  up 
with  you.' 

'  It  does  look  ugly,'  Granton  said.  '  I  lost 
my  temper,  I  confess,  seeing  you  in  the  room 
of  a  young  lady  for  whom  I  and  mine  have 
the  highest  regard.  And  you  are  a  thorough 
scoundrel,  you  know.' 

Bostock  shrugged  his  shoulders.  'We 
needn't  waste  time  now  in  calhng  names.'  He 
was  as  calm  as  if  he  were  merely  arguing 
some    point   of  detail  in   a   fencing   match. 
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'  Perhaps  I  am  a  scoundrel.  Are  you  sure 
that  you  are  so  very  much  better  ? ' 

'  What  did  you  mean,'  Granton  asked, 
taking  no  notice  of  his  question,  '  by  what 
you  said  about  my  name  just  now  ?  ' 

'  What  I  said,'  Bostock  answered.  '  I 
know  what  your  name  was  when  you  killed 
that  girl's  father.  But  we  needn't  waste  time 
over  that  either.  You  will  be  anxious  to 
return  to  the  ladies,  and  I  do  not  love  your 
company  so  dearly  that  I  should  seek  to 
detain  you — now.'  He  emphasised  the  last 
word  meaningly. 

Granton  smiled  slightly.  He  was  inte- 
rested in  the  man's  composure.  '  When  do 
you  desire  my  company  ?  '  he  asked. 

'  Very  soon,'  Bostock  answered.  '  You 
and  I  hate  each  other — at  least  I  hate  you, 
which  is  enough  for  my  purpose.  You  have 
struck  me,  and  whatever  you  may  think  of  me 
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you  have  given  me  the  right  to  claim 
satisfaction  for  that  insult.  In  the  wild  lands 
where  you  have  lived  you  have  followed  such 
wild  laws.     We  must  fight.' 

'  So  you  said  just  now,'  Granton  said. 
'  And  I  am  agreed.' 

'Will  you  promise  me,'  Bostock  asked, 
'  to  come  to  me  where  and  when  I  call  upon 
you  within  the  next  three  days  ?  ' 

Granton  reflected  for  a  moment  while 
Bostock  watched  him. 

'  Do  you  hesitate  ?  '  Bostock  inquired. 

'  No,'  Granton  replied,  '  I  do  not  hesitate. 
The  whole  thing  is  a  little  eccentric  in  London, 
however  possible  it  might  be  on  the  Yeldt  or 
in  Calamity  Camp ;  and  in  London  one  has 
more  engagements  than  in  those  lively  locali- 
ties. However,  I  may  say  yes.  I  will  come 
to  you  where  and  when  you  call  upon  me 
within  the  next  three  days.' 
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'  Good,'  said  Bostock.     *  Good  night.' 

He  said  this  as  tranquilly  as  a  cherished 
guest  might  take  farewell  of  some  familiar 
friend.  He  walked  leisurely  down  the  street 
towards  the  Embankment.  Granton  watched 
him  turn  the  corner  and  disappear. 

'  There  goes  a  cool  and  daring  villain,'  he 
quoted  to  himself.  '  I  wonder  what  our  next 
meeting  and  parting  will  be  like.  Well,  it 
doesn't  matter  much  anyhow.  If  he  is  a 
scoundrel,  I  am  a  man  of  no  account  after 
all.' 

Then  Granton  fastened  the  door  acrain  and 
went  upstairs.  '  He  knows  the  whole  story,' 
he  said  to  himself,  '  and  he  is  keeping  it  to  tell 
my  sister,  and  everyone.  Another  reason 
why  I  should  kill  him,  if  I  can — or  let  him 
kill  me.' 

The  two  women  waited  for  Eupert  with 
much  anxiety.     Fidelia  did  not  yet  venture  to 
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tell  Lady  Scardale  all  she  knew  about  Bostock. 
She  thought  she  had  better  tell  all  to  Gerald 
first — take  him  now  into  her  confidence  and 
get  his  advice.  He  would  come  to  her  next 
morning — and  there  would  be  little  time  lost. 
To  tell  Lady  Scardale  that  night  would  be 
only  to  subject  her  to  needless  alarm.  There 
was  nothing  to  be  done  for  the  moment — and 
nothing  was  less  likely  than  that  Bland  would 
come  back  again.  Then,  of  course,  Mr. 
Granton  would  stay  in  the  house  that  night — 
but  this  very  thought  made  her  uneasy.  Why 
did  he  not  come  back  ?  Could  any  harm  have 
happened  to  him — in  the  company  of  that 
man? 

Eupert  soon  came  back  very  cheery — his 
manner  all  changed. 

'I  have  seen  that  poor  fellow  off  the 
grounds,'  he  said.  '  He  is  as  mad  as  a 
hatter.' 
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*  Mad  !  Do  you  think  he  is  really  mad  ?  ' 
Lady  Scardale  asked.  '  Ought  we  not  to 
have  him  looked  after  ?  Is  he  danger- 
ous ? ' 

'  Oh !  well,  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  he 
is  mad  in  that  sense,'  Eupert  answered,  care- 
lessly, '  but  I  am  greatly  afraid  he  is  going 
off  his  head.  He  is  full  of  wild,  romantic 
ideas ' 

'I  should  never  have  thought  it — never 
suspected  it,'  Lady  Scardale  exclaimed. 

'  For  that  matter  nor  I,'  her  brother-in-law 
said.  '  But  evidently  he  has  heard  something 
that  put  him  out  to-day,'  and  he  looked  at 
Lady  Scardale  and  then  made  a  slight  motion 
of  his  head  to  direct  her  attention  towards 
Fidelia,  who  was  sitting  in  silent  wonder  over 
the  part  that  to  her  mind  Eupert  was  evidently 
playing. 

'  Oh  ! '  Lady  Scardale  said,  and   she   felt 
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pity  in  her  heart.  But  she  quickly  added, 
'  He  is  not  coming  back  here  again  ? ' 

'  No,'  Eupert  said  lightly.  '  He  is  not 
coming  back  here  again.  I  think  you  may 
be  pretty  sure  of  that' 

Soon  afterwards  they  said  each  other 
good-night,  and  the  troubled  evening  came 
to  an  end. 
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CHAPTEE  XXIX 


WAITING 


DuEiNG  the  whole  course  of  the  day  that 
followed  the  events  at  the  Culture  College 
and  the  raid  upon  Fidelia's  room,  Granton 
received  no  news  of  Bostock.  He  felt  certain 
that  Bostock  would  send  for  him,  and  he  felt 
a  kind  of  curious  interest  to  know  what  he 
would  say ;  the  same  kind  of  interest  that  he 
remembered  feeling  as  a  boy  when  reading 
some  serial  story  which  stopped  at  an  ex- 
citing point  with  the  words — '  To  be  con- 
tinued in  our  next.' 

Wherever   he   went  he  left  careful  word 
of  the  place  he  was  going  to  next,  in  order 
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that  any  message  which  came  from  Bostock 
might  be  sent  after  him.  He  did  not  want 
Bostock  to  fancy  by  a  moment's  unnecessary 
delay  that  he  had  the  least  reason  for  not 
wishing  to  meet  him.  But  no  message  came 
from  the  fencing  master  all  that  day. 

Granton  inquired  anxiously  of  Lady  Scar- 
dale  about  Fideha's  health  when  he  saw  his 
sister-in-law  on  the  morning  after  Bostock's 
attempt. 

Lady  Scardale  quickly  reassured  him. 

'  The  dear  girl  is  quite  well,'  she  said.  '  It 
would  take  more  than  the  audacity  of  a  fel- 
low like  that  man,  madman  though  he  is,  to 
shake  her  nerves.  For  I  suppose  he  is  mad, 
isn't  he  ? ' 

'  Oh,  yes,'  Eupert  assented.  '  He  must  be 
quite  mad,  poor  devil ! ' 

'  Didn't  he  say  something,'  Lady  Scardale 
asked,  '  or  did  I  only  fancy  it  in  the  excite- 
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ment  of  last  night,  about  your  name  and  his 
name  ?  ' 

'Yes,  he  did  say  something  of  the  sort,' 
Granton  answered,  '  and  that  confirms  me  in 
my  impression  that  he  is  a  httle  unhinged.  I 
made  a  sort  of  guess  at  Bostock  not  being  his 
real  name,  and  he  tried  to  retort  with  some 
wild  tu  quoque  or  another.  But  it's  of  no 
importance.  I  expect  we  shall  never  hear 
of  the  fellow  again.' 

'  Do  you  think  not  ?  ' 

'  I  think  not  ;  at  least,  I  hope  not.  You 
see  he  must  know  that  his  game  is  played 
out  now — that  he  has  little  or  no  chance 
with  Fidelia.' 

'  I  am  not  surprised  at  his  falhng  in  love 
with  Fidelia,'  said  Lady  Scardale.  '  I  don't 
see  how  anybody  could  help  that.'  And  she 
gave  a  little  sigh. 

'Neither  do  I,'  said  Granton.     '  She  is  the 
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sort  of  girl  whom  any  man  with  a  decent 
heart  in  his  body  ought  to  fall  in  love  with, 
if  he  wasn't  in  love  with  somebody  else,  of 
course.'  And  he  laughed,  but  it  was  not 
a  very  convincing  sort  of  laugh ;  it  lacked 
heartiness. 

'You  weren't  in  love  with  anyone  else, 
Kupert  ? '  Lady  Scardale  asked,  rather  sadly. 

Granton  started. 
'I?     No!     Why?' 

'  You  seemed  to  have  escaped  the  fasci- 
nation.' 

'  I  ?  I  ?  Oh,  a  likely  story.  You  forget, 
my  dear  sister,  that  I  said  any  fellow  with 
a  decent  heart  in  his  body.  Am  I  the  sort 
of  man  for  a  girl  like  Fidelia  Locke  ? ' 

'  I  should  have  thought  you  were  just 
the  sort  of  man,'  Lady  Scardale  said.  '  You 
know,  Eupert,  that  I  like  Mr.  Aspen  very 
much.' 
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'  Gerald  Aspen  is  a  thundering  good 
fellow,'  Granton  interpolated. 

'No  doubt,  no  doubt,'  Lady  Scardale 
assented.  '  But  all  the  same  there  was 
a  time  when  I  thought  things  might  have 
been  different.' 

Granton  had  been  leanincr  on  the 
chimney-piece,  looking  down  into  the  fire. 
Though  it  was  still  September  the  weather 
had  been  cold  and  raw  and  rainy,  and  Lady 
Scardale  was  a  behever  in  fires.  He  now 
turned  round  and  faced  her.  His  eyes  were 
very  bright,  but  that  might  have  been  be- 
cause he  had  been  looking  so  intently  into 
the  fire. 

'  My  dear  sister,'  he  said,  '  perhaps  there 
was  a  time  when  I,  too,  thought  that  things 
might  have  been  different,  but  if  there  ever 
was  such  a  time  it  was  a  very  short  time, 
and  it's  quite  over  now.     Dead  and  buried. 
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Don't   let  us    talk   of  that  any  more,  please, 
dear.' 

Lady  Scardale  gave  another  little  sigh 
and  was  silent. 

Granton  resumed  his  study  of  the  fire. 
He  saw  all  sorts  of  places  there — the  Veldt, 
and  Calamity  Camp,  and  Mexico,  and  Siam — 
all  the  wild,  strange  regions  in  which  he 
had  lived  and  which  he  had  sometimes  loved, 
and  he  was  thinking,  somewhat  bitterly, 
that  the  man  with  that  sort  of  past  was  not 
quite  the  man  to  hope  for  the  love  of  Fideha 
Locke. 

Presently  he  said  he  must  go,  he  had 
business  in  town.  Lady  Scardale  asked  him 
to  stay  and  see  Fidelia,  who  would  be  down 
directly,  that  he  might  assure  himself  that  she 
was  little  the  worse  for  the  night's  adventure. 
But  Granton  dechned  to  stay.  He  had  to  go 
into  town,  he  said,  on  important  business,  and 
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it  was  possible  that  the  business  might  keep 
him  in  town  all  day.  He  might  even  sleep 
at  the  club.  There  were  bedrooms  at  the 
Voyagers'  Club,  and  Granton  could  always 
get  one  there  if  he  had  not  always  kept  one 
there  since  his  election  to  its  membership,  for 
he  liked  the  place,  and  the  people,  and  the 
rumours  from  all  the  ends  of  the  earth.  He 
said  that  the  winds  of  the  world  seemed  to 
blow  in  the  direction  of  the  Voyagers'  Club. 
So  he  shook  Lady  Scardale's  hand  and  left 
her,  and  went  on  his  way  towards  town. 

It  was  not  his  intention  to  return,  at  least 
for  the  present.  He  would  wait,  he  thought, 
within  touch  of  the  Voyagers'  Club  until  he 
heard  from  Bostock,  until  that  business,  how- 
ever it  were  to  end,  should  be  ended.  When 
that  was  off  his  mind,  if  it  ended  one  way,  why 
he  could  return  for  a  time  to  the  Culture 
College,   and  the  society   of  Lady  Scardale, 
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and  the  sight  of  Fideha,  with  a  hghter  heart, 
and  if  it  ended  the  other  way,  why  it  would 
not  matter  at  all.  So  when  he  got  to  the  club 
he  sent  a  little  note  to  his  sister-in-law,  saying 
that  he  would  be  staying  in  town  for  a  day 
or  two,  and  then  he  set  himself  to  waiting 
patiently  for  Bostock's  message. 

It  came  at  last  on  the  morning  of  the 
second  day. 

Granton  was  sitting  at  breakfast  in  the 
famihar  room  in  the  Voyagers'.  He  had  the 
morning  paper  propped  up  beside  him,  and 
he  occasionally  glanced  at  its  columns,  and 
he  occasionally  glanced  out  upon  the  green 
square,  green  still,  although  with  the  greyer 
green  of  autumn. 

He  had  just  finished  a  review  of  a  book  of 
foreign  travel,  which  had  set  his  fancy  danc- 
ing freely  over  the  surface  of  the  civilised  and 
uncivilised  globe,  when  a  club  servant  brought 
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him  a  letter  on  a  salver,  and  told  him  that  an 
answer  was  expected. 

The  letter  was  addressed  in  a  fine  sloping 
hand  that  had  something  almost  feminine  in 
it,  but  Granton  felt  sure  at  once  that  it  was 
written  by  no  woman's  hand,  and  that  it  was 
the  letter  he  expected.  He  opened  it  quietly 
and  read  these  words  : 

'  Keep  your  promise.  Meet  me  to-morrow 
night  at  midnight  at  the  old  boat-house  by  the 
Three  Cups  beyond  Battersea.  You  will  find 
your  way  easily  if  you  follow  this  plan.' 

At  the  bottom  of  the  page  was  traced,  not 
unskilfully,  a  sketch-map  of  the  streets  which 
Granton  was  to  traverse  in  order  to  reach 
this  strange  tryst.  There  was  no  signature  to 
the  letter.     None  was  needed. 

Granton  asked  who  had  brought  the  mes- 
sage— and  he  was  told  that  it  was  brought  by 
an  ordinary  messenger.     Granton  got  up  and 
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went  to  the  desk  in  the  middle  of  the  room 
where  the  cashier  sat.  He  took  a  sheet  of 
paper  and  asked  for  an  envelope.  On  the 
sheet  of  paper  he  wrote  simply  the  words, '  All 
right,'  put  it  into  the  envelope,  which  he 
fastened  without  addressing,  and  handed  it  to 
the  servant  to  give  to  the  messenger.  This 
done,  he  quietly  returned  to  the  table  where 
he  had  been  sitting,  resumed  his  newspaper, 
and  finished  reading  his  article. 

But  when  he  had  finished  reading  his  arti- 
cle, when  he  had  left  the  breakfast-room  and 
was  sitting  in  the  little  alcove  where  on  a  for- 
mer occasion  Gerald  Aspen  had  sat  and  talked 
with  Seth  Chickering,  he  felt  a  graver  mood 
come  over  him.  This  business  was  serious  ; 
there  was  no  mistake  about  that.  Granton 
had  put  his  life  in  peril  a  hundred  times — for 
a  woman,  for  a  wager,  for  a  jest,  sometimes 
just  for  the  mere  pleasure  of  putting  his  life 
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in  danger.  He  had  never  studied  his  own 
feehngs  on  any  of  these  occasions,  had  never 
given  any  serious  thought  to  their  possible 
result.  '  I  set  very  little  value  on  human  life,' 
he  used  to  say,  '  and  least  of  all  upon  my  own.' 
But  of  late  he  had  been  learning  that  human 
life  had  a  value,  that  even  his  own  life  had  a 
value,  and  somehow  the  whole  aspect  of  things 
seemed  different. 

Involuntarily  his  thoughts  drifted  back  to 
other  days,  to  other  occasions  on  which  he 
had  measured  his  skill  and  strength  against 
the  skill  and  strength  of  some  other  man,  with 
life  or  the  chance  of  death  upon  the  struggle. 
There  was  that  time,  long  ago,  in  Fontaine- 
bleau,  when  he  was  really  little  more  than  a 
boy,  and  when  he  and  a  young  fool  from  the 
Spanish  Embassy  measured  swords  for  the  sake 
of  the  bright  eyes  of  a  little  actress  from  the 
Folies  Bergeres.     He  had  wounded  his  man. 
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he  remembered,  and  lost  the  lady,  whose  com- 
passionate heart  was  melted  by  the  sufferings 
of  her  stabbed  Castilian.  Then  there  was  that 
sabre  duel  in  the  woods  on  the  other  side  of 
the  Neckar,  opposite  Heidelberg,  where  he  got 
that  cut  across  his  forehead  which  he  could 
still  feel  if  he  pushed  back  the  hair,  and  where 
he  so  grievously  slashed  his  opponent.  There 
was  that  shooting  business  in  the  almost  empty 
saloon  of  the  steamboat  on  the  Amazons,  when 
he  was  beating  up  filibusters  for  the  San 
Grenada  insurrection.  There  was  the  duel 
in  the  pine-wood  at  Calamity  Camp,  and 
ah,  worst  of  all — there  was  that  unhappy 
quarrel  and  fight  which  ended  so  fatally  in 
the  Veldt,  when  Eatt  Gundy  killed  Captain 
Warbler. 

It  was  a  curious  record  to  look  back  upon, 
but  only  the  last  item  made  him  shudder. 
'  By  Jove,'  he  said  to  himself,  thoughtfully, 
taking  his  cigar  from  his  mouth  and  blowing 
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upon  the  burning  end  till  it  glowed  a  fiery  red, 
'  By  Jove,  if  that  scoundrel  should  kill  me  now, 
perhaps  it  might  be  considered  as  a  sort  of  ex- 
piation.' The  thought  and  the  words  brought 
Fidelia's  face  very  vividly  before  him,  and 
reminded  him  that  he  had  things  to  do  which 
he  had  never  thought  of  doing  before,  on  the 
eve  of  any  former  struggle  for  hfe.  '  I  am  a 
man  of  property  now,'  he  said  to  himself 
with  a  melancholy  laugh,  '  and  property  has 
its  duties  as  well  as  its  rights.' 

He  got  up  and  had  a  cab  called  for,  and 
when  it  came  he  got  into  it  and  told  the  man 
to  drive  to  a  certain  famous  firm  of  solicitors. 
When  he  got  there  he  sent  in  his  name,  and 
the  principal,  who  knew  him,  saw  him,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  Granton  explained  what  he 
wanted.  He  wanted  to  make  his  will,  and 
the  instructions  were  simple.  In  the  event 
of  anything  happening  to  him  the  fortune 
that  was  waiting  for  him  was  to  be  divided 
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into  three  equal  parts.  One  was  to  go  to 
his  sister-in-law — Lady  Scardale — to  be  em- 
ployed as  she  should  think  best  for  the 
benefit  of  the  Culture  College  in  Chelsea ; 
the  second  portion  was  to  go  to  Fidelia 
Locke  ;  the  third  to  Gerald  Aspen. 

When  this  was  arranged — and  it  did  not 
take  very  long — Granton  thanked  his  legal 
friend  and  walked  out  into  the  air  feeling 
like  a  free  man.  If  the  worst  came  to  the 
worst,  why,  he  should  still  be  of  some  use  to 
somebody.  The  words  from  Macbeth  kept 
humming  in  his  ears  :  '  Nothing  in  his  Hfe 
became  him  like  the  leaving  it,'  until  he 
almost  laughed  aloud.  '  That  fellow  wouldn't 
be  so  anxious  to  kill  me,'  he  thought,  '  if  he 
knew  that  his  deed  would  serve  to  benefit 
Gerald  Aspen,  whom  he  hates.'  The  thought 
of  Gerald  Aspen  spurred  him.  '  I  shall  do 
my  level  best  not  to  let  that  fellow  kill  me,' 
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he  decided.  '  It  would  never  do  to  have  him 
knocking  about  with  the  power  of  injuring 
Gerald,  and  through  Gerald  Fidelia.' 

He  got  back  to  the  club,  and  sat  down  in 
a  quiet  room  which  was  called  the  reading- 
room,  and  in  which  silence  was  popularly- 
supposed  to  be  observed,  and  there  he  wrote 
several  letters.  One  was  to  Gerald  ;  that  was 
comparatively  short.  Another  and  much 
longer  letter  was  addressed  to  Lady  Scardale. 
The  third,  which  took  more  time  and  thought 
than  either  of  the  others,  was  addressed  to 
Fideha  Locke.  It  was  a  short  letter,  but 
every  word  came  directly  from  his  heart,  and 
yet  it  said  nothing  which  Fidelia  need  mind 
anyone.  Lady  Scardale  or  Gerald  or  anyone 
else,  seeing.  It  was  a  simple  letter  of 
farewell  and  good  wishes,  the  kind  of  prayer 
for  a  woman's  happiness  that  a  man  like 
Granton  can  sometimes  find  words  to  express. 
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These  three  letters  he  enclosed  in  a  large 
envelope,  on  which  he  wrote  '  To  Captain  the 
Honourable  John  Eaven.  To  be  opened  in 
a  certain  contingency.'  This  letter  he  en- 
closed again  in  a  further  envelope,  together 
with  a  short  note  to  Eaven,  asking  him  in  the 
event  of  Granton  not  claiming  the  package 
in  a  few  days  to  open  it  and  send  the  en- 
closed letters  to  their  respective  addresses. 
This  he  sealed,  addressed  to  Eaven,  and  gave 
to  the  hall-porter,  with  the  instructions  that 
it  was  to  be  delivered  to  Captain  Eaven  the 
first  thing  the  following  morning.  Granton 
particularly  impressed  upon  the  man  that  he 
was  not  upon  any  account  to  deliver  the 
letter  to  Eaven  that  night. 

Having  done  all  this  Granton  gave  a  sigh 
of  relief.  He  had  not  done  so  much  business 
for  many  a  long  day,  and  he  was  amused  as 
he  reflected  upon  it.      Now  he  felt  himself 
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free  to  spend  the  rest  of  the  day  in  any  way 
he  pleased.  '  I  have  earned  a  holiday,'  he 
said  to  himself ;  '  how  shall  I  enjoy  it  ?  ' 

It  was  luncheon  hour  by  this  time,  so  he 
went  upstairs  and  found  Eaven  sitting  at 
a  table  by  himself,  and  Granton  joined  him 
and  listened  with  pleasure  while  Eaven 
talked  about  Lydia.  Eaven  was  not  ex- 
pecting Hiram  Borringer,  but  presently 
Hiram  suddenly  turned  up  and  joined  them. 
They  talked  of  travel,  as  became  three  such 
members  of  the  Voyagers'  Club.  Eaven 
announced  his  intention  of  going  round 
the  world  with  his  bride.  Hiram  spoke 
of  an  expedition  to  the  South  Pole.  '  The 
little  old  South  Pole  doesn't  cret  a 
chance  nowadays,'  he  said,  '  and  I  mean  to 
give  it  a  new  start.'  Granton  observed  that 
he,  too,  thought  of  going  for  a  journey,  a 
long  journey,  but  when  the  others  asked  him 
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where  he  thought  of  going  he  answered  that 
he  hadn't  quite  made  up  his  mind  yet,  it 
depended  somewhat  upon  circumstances.  So 
the  time  slipped  by.  As  they  rose  from  the 
table  Granton,  looking  at  Hiram,  thought  to 
himself,  '  Here  would  be  the  very  man  to 
take  with  me  to  see  fair  in  this  business. 
But  then,'  he  thought,  '  no,  the  other  man 
expects  me  to  go  alone,  and  alone  I  will  go.' 

'Like  to  say  a  word  to  you,'  Hiram 
announced,  as  if  he  had  been  reading 
Granton's  thoughts. 

'  All  right,'  Granton  repUed. 

Kaven  vanished  to  look  after  the  busi- 
ness of  the  club  generally.  Granton  and 
Hiram  went  down  to  the  recess  on  the  stairs 
where  since  the  opening  of  this  story  so 
many  cigars  and  cigarettes  have  been 
smoked. 

Hiram  began  abruptly — 
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'  You  know  that  man  Bostock  ?  ' 

'Yes;  I  know  him,'  Granton  said  with 
emphasis. 

'  Well,  I'm  getting  to  know  him.  Do  you 
like  him  ? ' 

'  No,  certainly  not.' 

'  No  more  do  I.  Do  you  know  anything 
against  him  ? ' 

*  I  rather  fancy  I  do,'  Granton  answered 
with  emphasis. 

'  Well,  somehow  I  rather  fancy  I  do  too. 
Do  you  know  I've  just  come  back  from 
Naples  ? ' 

'  Eeally  ?     Very  nice  place  Naples.' 

'  Yes  ;  but  I  didn't  go  there  to  see  Mount 
Vesuvius  or  the  ruins  of  Pompeii ' 

'Well — no,'  Granton  said,  after  looking 
fixedly  in  Hiram's  face.  '  I  don't  suppose  you 
did  this  time.' 

'  No  ;  I  went  to  find  out  about  this  man 
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Bostock.  I  would  have  taken  ray  Bible  oath 
I  saw  him  in  a  low  drinking-place  there  years 
ago,  and  saw  him  in  a  row,  and  saw  him  throw 
a  knife  at  a  Swedish  sailor  and  hit  him  in  the 
throat — and  I  told  him  so ' 

'  Told  whom  ? ' 

'  Why,  told  Bostock,  of  course.' 

'  Yes  ;  what  did  he  say  ?  ' 

'  Said  it  wasn't  true — said  it  was  an  utter 
mistake  of  mine.' 

'  Perhaps  it  was.' 

'  Oh  no,  it  was  not.  That's  what  I  went 
to  Naples  to  find  out  about.  Look  here,  ship- 
mate, I  don't  care  much  if  a  man  throws  a 
knife  at  another  in  a  row  at  a  drinking-shop — 
that  don't  concern  me — I  may  have  done  as 
bad  as  that  more  than  once  in  my  life.  So 
may  you,  perhaps.' 

'  So  may  I,  perhaps,'  Granton  answered 
gravely. 
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'  But  when  it  comes  to  denying  it,  don't 
you  see  ? — that  becomes  a  different  sort  of 
question.  Suppose  you  hit  a  man  with  a 
knife  in  a  row  at  Naples  years  and  years  ago 
— why,  I  say,  what's  that  to  me  ? ' 

'  Nothing  much,  certainly,'  Granton  said. 
He  was  beginning  to  be  interested  now  in 
Hiram's  story. 

'  No,  but  suppose  you  say  you  weren't  the 
man  as  threw  the  knife,  and  showed  a  mighty 
skill  with  the  knife,  and  I  can  prove  that 
you  were  ;  how  about  that,  messmate  ?  What 
sort  of  a  light  does  that  throw  on  other 
charges  that  may  have  been  made  against 
you,  and  which  you  have  equally  denied — 
don't  you  see  ?  How  about  them,  I  want  to 
know  ? ' 

'  If  you  can  prove  your  first  charge  it 
does  look  very  serious  as  regards  the  others,' 
Granton   said.       '  But   can    you   prove    that 
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this  Bostock  is  the  man  who  threw  the 
knife  in  Naples  and  then  said  he  was  not  the 
man?' 

Granton  was  now  quite  eager  about  the 
business. 

'  1  can  prove  it,'  Hiram  exclaimed.  '  I 
have  been  to  Naples.  I  have  got  hold  of  a 
chap  who  was  there  and  who  swears  he  could 
identify  the  man  who  threw  the  knife  any- 
where, and  he  is  none  of  your  blooming 
Italians,  but  an  honest  Englishman  who  lives 
in  Naples,  and  I  have  brought  him  over  here 
and  shown  him  Bostock,  and  he  says  he'll 
swear  to  Bostock  being  the  man  before  any 
judge  and  jury  in  Great  Britain.' 

Granton  meditated  for  a  moment. 

'  But  admitting  that  this  is  all  true,'  he 
said  at  last,  'what  do  you  mean  to  charge 
ao'ainst  Bostock  ?  Our  courts  of  law  don't  take 
account  of  rows  in  pubhc-houses  in  Naples.' 
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'  No,  but  I  may  have  other  charges,  and 
if  he  is  a  har  in  one  he  is  a  liar  in  all,  I 
take  it.' 

'  Well,'  said  Granton  after  another  pause, 
'  I  take  it  so,  too.  I  also  may  have  other 
charges  against  him.  I  am  very  much  obliged 
for  your  information  ;  it  is  of  great  importance 
to  me.     Will  you  act  on  my  advice  ? ' 

'  That  I  will,  most  certainly.' 

'  Then  do  nothing  until  to-morrow.  Don't 
talk  of  this  thing  to  any  one  until  to-raorrow. 
If  I  can  I  will  see  you  to-morrow,  here,  at  one 
o'clock.  If  I  don't  see  you  then  take  the 
course  that  seems  best  to  you.  You  are  sure 
to  hear  news  before  that.' 

'  I  don't  quite  understand,'  Hiram  said. 

'  Wait  until  to-morrow,'  Granton  answered, 
'  and  you  will  understand  all.' 

'  All  right,  rU  wait.' 


0  2 
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CHAPTEE  XXX 


A  BUSY  NIGHT 


Granton  groped  his  way  as  well  as  he 
could  through  the  black  bewilderraent  of  the 
place.  Anyone  who  has  ever  explored  the 
river-side  regions  from  Battersea  up  stream 
knows  that  it  is  a  somewhat  perplexing 
locality  at  the  best  of  times  ;  but  at  the  worst 
of  times,  on  such  a  pitch-dark  night,  for 
instance,  as  the  night  in  which  Granton  set 
out  to  keep  his  mysterious  appointment  with 
Japhet  Bland,  it  was  a  terrible  maze. 

In  spite  of  his  almost  unconquerable  high 
spirits  Granton  felt  angrily  inclined  to  swear, 
as  he  stumbled  over  piles  of  wood  and  heaps 
of  refuse  and  felt  his  way  by  the  touch  of 
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slimy  walls.  The  night  was  indeed  intensely- 
dark  ;  there  was  no  moon  in  the  sky,  there 
was  scarcely  a  single  star.  He  was  really 
more  morally  conscious  of  the  close  neighbour- 
hood of  the  river  lapsing  along  at  his  right 
hand  than  visually  cognisant  of  its  existence. 
He  could  hear  it  lapping  in  a  kind  of  hungry 
way  among  the  timbers  of  the  wharves.  He 
could  hear,  too,  the  grinding  sound  of  barge 
against  barge,  as  the  great  masterful  stream 
flung  them  heavily  one  against  the  other.  But 
to  his  sight  the  highway  of  the  river  was 
scarcely  discernible  from  the  highway  of  the 
road,  and  in  places  he  was  obliged  to  pick  his 
steps  carefully  lest  he  should  plunge  unex- 
pectedly into  the  dark  water. 

Nobody  seemed  to  be  stirring  abroad. 
'How  quiet  is  this  night,'  Granton  said  to 
himself  with  lago,  as  he  plunged  on  into  the 
darkness.     Suddenly  he  came  to  a  halt.     By 
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the  light  of  a  gas-lamp  he  saw  that  the  road 
parted.  One  way  went  straight  ahead ;  the 
other  swerved  aside,  as  if  leading  straight 
down  to  the  river. 

'  This  must  be  the  place,'  Granton  mur- 
mured. 

There  was  a  house  in  front  of  him,  stand- 
ing by  itself  in  the  fork  of  the  road.  Granton 
drew  near  and  studied  it.  It  was  a  riverside 
public-house  of  a  most  disreputable  type — a 
house  that  may  once  have  been  a  decent  place 
enough,  but  which  now  in  the  long  process  of 
time  had  run  hopelessly  to  seed,  and  looked 
as  dingy  and  squalid  and  out  at  elbows  as  the 
loafers  who  hung  about  it  in  its  waking  hours. 
Now  it  was  fast  asleep.  No  gleam  of  light 
came  from  under  its  closed  doors,  or  oozed 
from  its  hooded  windows. 

'  This  must  be  the  place,'  Granton  said 
again,  as  he  studied  with  a  certain  melancholy 
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amusement  the  battered  hulk  of  the  old 
hostelry. 

Yes,  it  was  the  place.  In  faded  letters 
over  the  filthy  door  he  made  out  the  name  of 
the  place,  '  The  Three  Cups.'  Now  then,  at 
last,  he  was  nearly  at  his  journey's  end.  He 
took  the  paper  out  of  his  pocket  to  make  sure, 
and  standing  under  the  gas-lamp  went  over 
the  plan  again.  It  was  quite  clear.  He  was 
to  follow  the  road  which  ran  down  the  river 
by  '  The  Three  Cups.'  He  had  not  far  to 
go  now.  Without  a  moment's  hesitation  he 
turned  and  went  on  the  directed  way. 

If  the  way  had  been  bad  before  it  was 
worse  now.  If  it  had  been  dark  before,  the 
very  spirit  of  blackness  seemed  to  be  upon  it 
now.  Granton  stumbled  along,  wishing,  Hke 
Ajax,  for  Hght ;  wishing,  too,  that  he  had 
thought  of  bringing  a  lantern  with  him  It 
seemed   to  him   as  if  all  the    old  iron,    and 
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broken  oars,  and  shattered  boats  in  the  world 
were  collected  along  that  dismal  beach  for  the 
special  purpose  of  bruising  the  foolhardy  legs 
of  any  rash  adventurer  into  that  no-man's- 
land. 

However,  he  made  his  way  along  as  well 
as  he  could,  with  his  right  hand  firmly  closed 
upon  the  revolver  in  the  pocket  of  his  reefing 
coat.  '  By  Jove ! '  said  Granton  to  himself,  '  if 
the  fellow  wants  to  murder  me  this  is  as  pretty 
a  spot  for  him  to  do  it  in  as  heart  of  rogue 
could  desire,  and  I  must  do  my  best  to  thwart 
him.  The  only  consolation  is  that  it  must  be 
as  hard  for  him  to  see  me  as  for  me  to  see 
him. 

As  Granton  made  this  reflection  he  shpped  ; 
his  foot  had  tripped  over  a  stone,  and  he 
nearly  fell.  The  stone  went  bounding  down 
the  decline  ratthng  noisily.  '  Well,  if  he  can't 
see  me  he  can  hear  me,'  Granton  thought, 
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'  and  if  he  is  skilled  in  the  art  of  firing  in  the 
direction  of  a  sound  it  may  be  awkward/ 
The  thought  had  scarcely  formed  itself  in  his 
mind  when  a  red  hght  flashed  out  of  the  dark- 
ness some  way  ahead  of  him,  and  remained 
motionless,  like  a  single  crimson  star.  '  The 
signal,'  Granton  said  to  himself.  '  Then  he  is 
there,  at  all  events,'  and  he  pushed  on  rapidly 
in  the  direction  of  the  light. 

From  the  wharf,  whose  rotting  timbers 
trembled  at  every  step  Granton  took,  a  kind 
of  crazy  bridge  jutted  out  into  the  river  and 
connected  the  wharf  with  a  square,  hut-like 
building,  erected  on  piles.  What  it  had  been 
built  for  it  would  have  been  hard  for  Granton 
to  say ;  perhaps  it  had  served  as  a  kind  of 
landing-stage,  perhaps  it  had  been  a  store- 
house for  coal  for  tugs  and  tenders.  Certainly 
in  its  present  aspect  it  seemed  to  have  been 
long  disused.     The   planks  that   formed  the 
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crazy  bridge  creaked  and  groaned  ominously 
as  Granton  put  his  foot  on  them.  There  had, 
it  would  appear,  been  a  hand-rail,  for  one  or  two 
of  the  uprights  still  stood  in  their  places  jagged 
and  lonely,  but  the  connected  rail  had  long 
since  vanished,  and  the  adventurous  explorer 
had  to  look  to  it  lest  he  should  stray  from  the 
straight  course  and  stumble  into  the  river. 

It  would  be  a  bad  business,  Granton 
thought  to  himself,  for  anyone  who  should 
stumble  into  the  river  just  at  this  point,  where 
the  stream  seemed  to  go  at  a  racing  speed  and 
where  nobody  could  hear,  or  would  heed  if 
they  did  hear,  the  cries  of  a  strong  swimmer 
in  his  agony.  Just  ahead  of  him  Granton 
could  see  the  red  light  of  the  lantern,  where 
it  hung  evidently  on  a  nail  on  the  outside  of 
the  house  ;  and  by  its  side  a  long  perpen- 
dicular line  of  fainter  and  lower  light  showed 
that  the  door  of  the  hut  was  ajar.     A  faint 
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gleam  of  light  upon  the  water  on  the  left 
showed  that  on  that  side  of  the  hut  there  was 
a  window. 

'  This  is  the  plane,'  Granton  said  to  himself, 
'  and  a  murderous-looking  place  it  is  to  meet 
an  enemy  in.' 

He  was  standing  on  the  shore  end  of  the 
scarecrow  of  a  bridge,  slightly  wondering 
what  was  to  happen  next.  There  came  no 
sound  of  any  kind  from  the  hut.  There  was 
no  sign  of  any  hfe  abroad.  The  only  conscious 
thing  besides  himself  in  the  utter  blackness  and 
dismalness  of  the  whole  place  was  that  single 
disc  of  crimson  fire  which  seemed  to  eye  him 
malevolently,  with  a  malign  watchfulness, 
like  the  eye  of  some  guardian  cyclops. 

'  I  wonder  what  he  is  going  to  do,'  Granton 
said  to  himself,  while  the  fingers  of  his  right 
hand  closed  round  the  stock  of  the  revolver 
in  his  pocket.     '  If  he  means  mischief  this  is  as 
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nasty  a  place  for  miscliief  as  any  scoundrel 
could  desire.  But  it  won't  do  for  me  to  let 
him  think  that  I  am  afraid  of  him.' 

Having  come  to  this  conclusion,  Granton 
lifted  up  his  voice  in  a  loud  '  coee,'  such  a 
'  coee  '  as  he  had  often  sent  into  the  depths  of 
the  lonely  Australian  bush  in  old  days ;  a '  coee ' 
that  sounded  strangely  out  of  place  among 
the  crumbling  wharves  and  the  black  and 
sullen  waters.  Granton  felt  a  curious  tight- 
ening of  the  heart  as  that  old  famihar  cry, 
recalling  so  many  far-off  scenes  and  strange 
experiences,  died  away  into  the  night.  He 
was  about  to  repeat  it  when  the  yellow  spear 
of  light  by  the  side  of  the  crimson  star  sud- 
denly widened.  The  door  was  thrown  back, 
and  Granton  could  see  the  figure  of  a  man 
silhouetted  against  the  illuminated  interior  of 
the  hut. 

For  a  moment  Granton  stood  still,  with  his 
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fingers  closing  upon  his  pistol,  and  for  a  mo- 
ment the  figure  in  the  doorway  stood  still  and 
silent.     Then  it  suddenly  found  a  voice. 

'  Is  that  you  ? '  the  voice  said,  and  Granton 
knew  it  at  once  for  Bostock's.  '  Come  along 
then,  and  don't  make  that  confounded  noise. 
You  are  late,  you  know.' 

'  How  like  the  son's  voice  is  to  the  father's 
now,'  Granton  thought,  now  when  all  disguise 
was  set  aside  and  the  old  bad  blood  was  fairly 
free  to  dominate  its  owner. 

Without  a  word  he  advanced  along  the 
wretched  bridge.  It  widened  out  to  a  kind  of 
platform  just  before  the  hut.  As  Granton 
reached  this  platform  the  shadow  disappeared 
from  the  doorway.  Granton,  following  it, 
passed  through  the  wide  open  door. 

If  the  hut  was  dingy  enough  and  dismal 
enough  in  its  outward  show  it  was  more 
dismal  and  more  dingy  still  internally.   Lit  by 
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a  big  flaring  oil-lamp  without  a  shade,  it  dis- 
played itself  in  all  its  glaring  ugHness  and 
meanness.  Whatever  it  had  been — oflace  or 
store-room  or  what  else — nothing  of  whatever 
former  respectability  it  may  have  possessed 
now  remained  to  it.  The  paper  which  had 
once  covered  the  wooden  walls  hung  in  filthy 
strips,  like  the  tatters  of  a  beggar's  cloak  ; 
there  was  no  covering  to  the  grimy  wooden 
floor ;  there  was  no  covering  to  the  filthy 
wooden  table  which  occupied  the  centre  of  the 
place  ;  there  was  no  curtain  to  the  crazy  win- 
dow, through  whose  broken  panes  the  wind 
came  in  and  shook  the  newspaper  which  had 
been  nailed  up  over  it  to  exclude  any  view  of 
the  interior  of  the  hut  from  any  passing  boat. 
A  small  fire  smouldered  in  a  rusty  old  stove 
in  one  corner  of  the  room  ;  the  table  was 
littered  with  papers  ;  there  was  only  one  chair, 
the   chair   in  which  Bland  had  been  sitting 
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writing  when  he  was  disturbed  by  the  sound 
of  Granton's  approach.  All  these  details 
Granton  took  in  at  a  rapid  glance,  as  he  stood 
in  the  room  with  his  hand  on  the  pistol  in  his 
pocket,  watching  Bland,  who  carefully  closed 
the  door  after  him.  Bland  locked  the  door, 
and  turning  round  faced  Granton. 

'  You  are  late,  you  know,'  he  said  again, 

'  Very  likely,'  Granton  answered  coolly. 
'  If  you  will  roost  in  such  a  devil  of  an  out-of- 
the-way  place  as  this,  you  must  make  some 
allowance  for  your  visitors.' 

He  smiled  as  he  spoke,  for  he  felt  an 
amuse  :1  curiosity  to  see  what  Bland  would  do 
next.  He  was  quite  prepared  for  some 
treacherous  attack,  and  he  was  not  in  the 
least  alarmed.  His  smile  seemed  to  irritate 
Bland. 

'  Well,  you  have  got  here  somehow,'  he 
said,  '  and  that  is  the  main  point.' 
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*  Are  you  so  very  anxious  to  keep  me  now 
that  you  have  got  me  that  you  lock  the  door 
so  carefully  ? '  Granton  inquired,  very  politely 
and  still  smiling. 

'  I  locked  the  door,'  Bland  answered,  '  be- 
cause it  won't  keep  shut  if  I  don't  lock  it. 
The  place  isn't  a  palace ' 

'  So  I  perceive,'  Granton  interpolated  ;  *  but 
I  don't  care  about  palaces,  and  I  have  been  in 
worse  holes  than  this  in  my  time — and  even 
in  worse  company.' 

Bland's  expressionless  face  showed  no  signs 
of  annoyance  at  the  taunt. 

'  The  place  isn't  a  palace,'  he  said  again, 
'  but  it  will  do  very  well  for  our  purpose.' 

'  And  what  is  our  purpose,  if  I  may  ven- 
ture to  inquire  ? '  Granton  asked,  '  for  really 
at  present  I  am  rather  in  the  dark  as  to  what 
that  purpose  may  be.' 

Bland  motioned  towards  the  empty  chair. 
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'  Sit  down,'  he  said. 

Gran  ton  made  a  gesture  of  refusal. 

'  There  is  only  one  chair,'  he  said. 

'  I  will  sit  here,'  said  Bland.  He  swept  a 
space  clear  on  the  table  by  pushing  the  papers 
that  littered  it  to  one  end,  and  he  propped 
himself  up  on  the  space  thus  cleared.  He  was 
tall,  and  the  table  was  a  low  one,  so  that  his 
feet  remained  on  the  ground,  planted  close 
together  well  in  front  of  him. 

Granton  noted  the  attitude ;  noted  how 
easily  it  gave  the  man  the  opportunity  to 
spring  forward  if  he  chose  ;  and  noting  it  again 
smiled  sHghtly.  Bland  caught  the  smile  and 
understood  it. 

'  If  you  are  afraid  to  sit,'  he  said,  '  stand 
by  all  means.' 

Granton  seated  himself  in  the  chair  and 
crossed  one  leg  lazily  over  the  other. 

'I  am  not  one  little  bit  afraid  of  you,'  he 
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said  quietly.  '  It  is  not  the  first  time  that  1 
have  sat  in  the  society  of  murderers.  You 
forget  that  I  had  the  pleasure  of  knowing 
your  father.' 

Bland's  dull  eye  gained  no  lustre.  Bland's 
rigid  face  remained  unchanged,  but  there 
was  a  faint  tremble  in  his  voice  which 
betrayed  the  suppressed  passion  of  his  intense 
hate. 

'  I  could  shoot  you  where  you  sit,'  he  said. 

Granton  sHghtly  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

'  Oh,  I  know  what  you  mean,'  Bland  went 
on.  '  You  mean  that  two  can  play  at  that 
game.' 

Granton  nodded  good-humouredly. 

'  Of  course,'  Bland  went  on,  '  I  knew 
pretty  well  that  you  wouldn't  be  such  a  fool 
as  to  trust  yourself  here  alone  with  me  un- 
armed. Of  course,  I  know  very  well  that 
now  as  you  sit  there  you  have  your  hand  on 
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your  pistol,  and  that  at  the  first  suspicious 
movement  I  may  make  you  will  shoot  me  on 
the  spot  You  have  shot  a  man  through  your 
pocket  before  now  very  likely. 

'  You  are  right  in  most  of  your  conjectures,' 
Granton  rephecl.  '  I  certainly  was  not  fool 
enough  to  come  here  unarmed.  I  certainly 
have  you  covered  at  this  moment,  and  I  cer- 
tainly should  not  hesitate  for  a  moment  to 
cheat  the  gallows  by  shooting  you  down  if  I 
saw  the  shghtest  hint  of  treachery  on  your 
part.  And  you  are  quite  right.  There  was  a 
ruffian  in  Wichita  once  who  was  going  to  stab 
a  man  in  the  back,  and  I  winged  him  with  a 
shot  through  my  pocket.  And  now  that  we 
understand  each  other  so  perfectly,  suppose 
that  we  get  on  to  business.' 

I  have  asked  you  here,'  said  Bland, 
speaking  very  slowly,  the  quiet,  dehberate, 
monotonous    tone    of    his    enunciation   con- 


p  2 


212  RED  DIAMONDS 

trasting  curiously  with  the  words  he  was 
using — '  I  have  asked  you  here  because  you 
and  I  have  an  account  to  settle,  and  this  is 
the  best  time  and  this  is  the  best  place  for  us 
to  settle  that  account  in.     You  hate  me.' 

Granton  nodded  again. 

'  And  I  hate  you.  I  hate  you  more 
than  I  hated  the  others  whose  scores  I  have 
settled,  more  than  I  hate  the  fool  whom 
you  have  chosen  to  help  and  whom  you 
have  as  good  a  reason  to  hate  as  I  have, 
for  he  has  taken  the  woman  you  love  from 
you.' 

'There  are  some  things  you  had  better 
not  talk  about,'  Granton  interrupted,  'or  I 
may  take  premature  action.  I  warn  you 
of  that,  and  you  will  be  wise  to  take  the 
warning.  I  do  not  expect  you  to  understand 
what  a  gentleman  feels.' 

Bland's  dull  eyes  seemed  to  grow  a  little 
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duller,  otherwise  he  showed  no  sicrn  of  havino- 
heard  what  Granton  said,  and  he  went  on 
in  the  same  slow,  monotonous  voice. 

'  We  have  been  playing  a  long  game,  you 
and  I,  and  it  isn't  ended  yet.' 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,'  Granton  inter- 
rupted, '  the  game  is  quite  over  and  you  have 
lost.' 

Bland  shook  his  head.  '  There  you  are 
wrong,'  he  said.  '  There  you  are  going  too 
fast.  There  you  have  made  a  mistake.  The 
game  isn't  quite  over  yet  as  far  as  you  and 
I  are  concerned.  We've  been  playing  for  big 
stakes,  and  somebody  else  has  swept  the  pool, 
but  you  and  I  have  our  little  private  account 
to  settle  still.' 

'  If  you  are  thinking  of  another  murder,' 
said  Granton,  very  composedly,  '  I  should 
advise  you  not  to  try  it  on,  for  my  finger  is 
still    upon  the  trigger  and   you  would  be  a 
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dead  man  before  you  had  time  to  move  from 
the  table.' 

'  I  hope  to  kill  you,'  Bland  said  ;  '  but 
killing  isn't  always  murder.' 

'  No,'  said  Granton.  '  It  is  sometimes 
justice.' 

Bland  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

'  Call  it  justice  if  you  like,'  he  said ;  '  I 
hate  you,  and  I  should  like  to  kill  you.  You 
hate  me,  and  I  dare  say  you  would  like  to 
kill  me.' 

'  I  should  have  no  very  particular  ob- 
jection,' Granton  admitted. 

Bland,  still  watching  him  closely,  leaned 
slightly  forward. 

'  You  call  me  a  scoundrel,'  he  said. 
'  Perhaps  I  am.  I  do  not  think  you  are  a 
great  deal  better,  all  things  considered.' 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,'  Granton  inter- 
rupted.    '  I  am  not  an  assassin.' 


A   BUSY  NIGHT  215 

Bland  waved  away  his  interruption  im- 
patiently. 

'  Some  men  killed  my  father,'  he  said 
passionately.  '  Fairly  or  foully,  justly  or 
unjustly,  some  men  killed  my  father  ;  killed 
him  and  cheated  him,  killed  him  and  cheated 
me.  I  wanted  revenge.  You  know  who  I 
am  now.  I  suppose  you  guess  I  am  the  man 
you  have  all  been  looking  for  so  anxiously 
and  faihng  to  find  so  hopelessly — the  man 
with  the  red  beard.' 

'  Yes,'  said  Granton,  '  I  began  to  suppose 
as  much.' 

Bland  got  up  and  went  to  the  wall,  where 
a  heavy  overcoat  was  hanging.  He  took 
something  out  of  the  pocket  and  lifted  it  to 
his  head.  Then  he  turned  round  and  faced 
Granton,  and  Granton  started  at  the  sudden 
skilful  transformation.  A  head  of  crisply 
curled  red  hair,  beard,  whiskers  and  mous- 
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tache  of  the  same  hue,  completely  changed 
him.  In  an  imperfect  hght  they  would  have 
seemed  quite  natural,  and  would  have  made 
him  wholly  unrecognisable.  In  that  moment 
Granton  saw  face  to  face  the  man  who  had 
rushed  against  him  out  of  the  httle  passage 
in  St.  James's  Street  on  the  night  of  the 
murder  of  Seth  Chickering. 

'Ah,'  he  said,  drawing  a  deep  breath, 
'  that  is  a  good  disguise.' 

Bland  plucked  the  wig  and  beard  oJBT 
sharply,  and  turning,  thrust  them  back  again 
into  the  pocket  of  the  overcoat.  Then  he 
came  back  and  leaned  against  the  table,  again 
facing  Granton. 

*  You  know  that  I  am  Japhet  Bland,'  he 
said,  '  and  I  know  that  you  were  once  called 
Eatt  Gundy.  We  are  bitter  foes,  you  and 
I.  There  are  people  from  whom  you  would 
like   it   always  to  be  concealed  that  Eupert 
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Granton  and  Eatt  Gundy  are  the  same  man. 
I  should  prefer  that  not  too  many  people 
knew  I  was  Japhet  Bland.  You  think 
yourseK  a  better  man  than  I,  but  you  began 
life  with  better  chances  than  I  did.  I 
learned  in  bitter  poverty,  from  cruel  hunger, 
from  grinding  cold,  the  longing  for  money,  for 
power,  for  the  things  that  men  hke  you  know 
and  enjoy  from  the  first.  Like  father,  Uke  son  ; 
it  was  my  father's  way  too." 

'  Yes,  you  take  after  him,'  said  Granton. 

'  You  may  be  a  better  man  than  I,' 
Bland  went  on.  'But  you  are  not  good 
enough  to  have  the  right  to  refuse  to  fight 
me.  You  have  thwarted  me,  you  have 
struck  me.  In  the  wild,  mad  world  to  which 
we  belong,  both  of  us,  degrees  in  scoundrel- 
ism  don't  count  for  enough  to  prevent  you 
from  fighting  me,  and  fighting  me  to  the 
death.' 
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*  I  have  said  that  I  would  fight  with  you,' 
said  Granton,  '  and  I  will  keep  my  word. 
I  decline,  of  course,  to  admit  that  there  is 
no  great  difference  between  an  assassin  and 
myself,  but  since  it  has  come  to  this  I  will 
fight  with  you,  and  will  kill  you  if  I  can.' 

'  Yes,  if  you  can,'  Bland  answered,  coldly. 
'  I,  too,  if  I  can,  will  kill ;  be  sure  of  that.' 

'  I  have  no  doubt  whatever,'  Granton  said. 
'  When  and  where  ?  ' 

'  When  and  where  ?  '  Why  here,  of  course. 
We  needn't  journey  to  the  ends  of  the  earth 
to  finish  our  little  business.  Either  we  fight 
here,  and  with  my  weapons,  or  the  shooting 
begins.  There'll  have  to  be  a  fight  any- 
way.' 

Granton's  combative  blood  always  heated 
quickly,  as  he  had  learnt  once  and  again  to 
his  cost.  Now,  in  that  queer  place,  with 
that    murderous    madman    facing    him,     he 
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began  to  feel  as  eager  for  battle  as  in  his  old 
schoolboy  days.  All  regard  for  the  possible 
consequences,  whether  he  lost  or  won,  left 
him  in  a  wild  desire  for  conflict. 

'  Xo  more  talk,'  he  said.  '  Where  are  your 
weapons  ? ' 

Bland  rose  from  the  table,  and  turning 
opened  a  drawer.  From  this  drawer  he  took 
out  two  knives  in  sheaths  and  laid  them 
upon  the  table.  Granton  saw  at  once  that 
they  were  bowie-knives. 

'  They  are  just  the  same,'  Bland  said, 
'  one  as  good  as  the  other,  both  of  steel  as 
good  as  ever  I  saw,  both  as  sharp  as  hate. 
Take  whichever  you  like.' 

Granton  got  up  from  his  chair  and  came  to 
the  table.  The  two  knives  lay  before  him 
side  by  side  in  their  leather  sheaths,  their 
handles,  according  to  the  pattern  of  the  true 
bowie,  sloping  to  a  greater  thickness  towards 
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the  hilt,  so  as  to  give  the  hand  a  firmer  hold 
for  thrusting  upwards.  He  took  up  one  and 
drew  it  from  its  sheath.  It  certainly  was  a 
beautiful  blade,  finely  tempered,  finely 
shaped,  with  its  crescent-like  curve  at  the 
end,  and  its  exquisite  edge,  a  weapon  keen 
enough  and  strong  enough  to  disembowel  a 
bear.  He  poised  it  in  his  hand  ;  it  was  of 
the  right  weight  and  perfectly  adjusted. 
Granton  nodded  his  approval. 

'  Look  at  the  other  one,'  Bland  said, 
seeing  that  Granton  was  about  to  draw  back 
from  the  table  with  the  knife  in  his  hand. 
'  Look  at  the  other  one.  Don't  make  a 
choice  without  knowing  what  you  are 
choosing.' 

There  was  something  so  grimly  eccentric 
in  Bland's  courtesy,  something  so  queer  about 
this  whole  business  of  dehberately  choosing 
the  knife  with  which  he  was  to  fight  his  host 
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in  five  minutes,  that  Granton  could  scarcely 
forbear  from  smiling. 

But  as  he  took  up  the  second  knife  and 
looked  at  it  he  recollected  that  it  was  no 
smiling  matter.  On  his  skill,  his  strength, 
and  his  power  of  using  that  knife  depended 
his  chances  of  getting  away  ahve.  The 
thought  flashed  across  his  mind  that  after  all 
it  was  scarcely  worth  while  to  have  wandered 
over  so  much  of  the  earth's  surface  in  search 
of  adventure  only  to  find  the  strangest  adven- 
ture of  his  life  in  his  own  land  and  on  the 
fringe  of  his  own  capital.  A  duel  with  knives 
fought  with  a  madman  in  a  crazy  riverside 
hut  on  the  Thames  was  an  adventure  stranger 
in  its  ironic  unexpectedness  than  anything 
which  had  befallen  him  in  the  far  corners 
of  the  world. 

However,  he  was  in  for  it ;  that  was  ob- 
vious enough.    Even  if  he  could  have  dechned 
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this  queer  wager  of  battle  which  was  thus 
thrust  upon  him,  Bland  would  have  attacked 
him  all  the  same  with  knife  or  pistol,  and  he 
would  have  had  to  fight  in  his  own  defence. 
Even  if  he  shot  Bland  down  the  business  would 
be  a  bad  one,  difficult  to  explain — and,  be- 
sides, he  would  not  have  honoured  the  pro- 
mise for  which  he  had  put  himself  into 
peril.  No,  he  had  given  his  word,  and  he 
would  go  through  with  the  business.  After 
all  it  did  not  matter  very  much  now  what 
became  of  him.  Whether  his  vagabond  life 
ended  here  in  this  dismal  place  from  a 
push  of  a  madman's  knife,  or  out  yonder, 
far  away,  in  a  year  or  two,  or  ten  years, 
or  twenty,  mattered  very  little.  Anyhow 
he  would  try  the  chance. 

He  put  back  the  knife  upon  the  table  and 
took  up  the  one  he  had  first  looked  at. 

'  They  both    seem   to   me   to  be  equally 
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good,'  he  said,  '  but  if  there  is  any  choice  to 
be  made,  why,  I  choose  this.' 

'  Very  well,'  said  Bland,  and  he  leaned 
forward  and  took  up  the  other  weapon. 
Madman  though  he  was,  he  was  as  composed 
as  if  he  were  still  in  the  fencing  school  giving 
directions  to  a  pupil.  '  Let  us  clear  a  space 
to  move  in.' 

As  he  spoke  he  pushed  the  table  back 
agamst  the  wall  facing  the  river,  pushed  it 
back  so  violently  that  the  wall  seemed  to 
quiver  and  the  whole  of  the  hut  to  shake 
with  the  force  of  the  concussion. 

'What  a  ramshackle  old  concern  the 
place  is,'  Granton  thought  to  himself;  and 
then  it  struck  him  as  odd  to  think  such 
trivial  thoughts  at  such  a  crisis,  and  then  he 
found  himself  mentally  repeating  the  words, 
'  ramshackle  old  concern,'  very  much  as  a 
child  repeats  some  set  of  words,  the  jingle  of 
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which  has  caught  and  pleased  its  ear.  All 
the  while  he  continued  to  watch  Bland  with 
the  curiosity  of  a  spectator  at  a  play.  If 
Bland  was  excited  he  showed  no  sign  of 
excitement.  He  moved  about  with  perfect 
composure,  pushing  things  out  of  the  way 
and  picking  up  some  of  the  papers  which 
had  fallen  on  the  floor  when  he  had  thrust  the 
table  aside.  Granton  felt  that  he  himself  was 
distinctly  growing  excited,  but  yet  that  it  was 
with  the  excitement  of  a  spectator  of  some 
curious  performance,  not  of  an  actor  in  what 
was  to  be  a  life  and  death  struggle. 

He  was  hardly  conscious  that  he  was  to 
be  an  actor  not  a  spectator  of  this  life  and 
death  struggle,  even  when  Bland,  having 
cleared  all  the  space  possible  in  the  wretched 
hut,  turned  to  Granton  and  asked  him  with  as 
much  impassibility  as  if  he  were  inviting  him 
to  take  a  walk,  '  Are  you  ready  ? ' 
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Granton  simply  nodded.  The  occasion 
really  called  for  as  few  words  as  possible,  and 
it  was  well  to  save  his  breath. 

'  Very  well,'  said  Bland,  '  let  us  begin.' 

He  took  off  his  coat,  rolled  it  into  a  ball, 
and  placed  it  on  the  table.  He  rolled  up  his 
shirt  sleeves  above  his  elbow,  and  unfastened 
his  collar  at  the  throat.  Then  he  drew  the 
knife  from  its  sheath  and  put  the  sheath 
on  the  table.  He  looked  inquiringly  at 
Granton,  who  had  rapidly  made  the  same 
preparations. 

Then  the  fight  began. 

The  two  antagonists  approached  each 
other  warily,  each  gripping  his  knife  in  the 
true  frontier  fashion,  with  the  point  upwards. 
As  they  advanced  the  thought  came  into 
Grant on's  mind  that  perhaps  Bland  had  the 
Spanish  knack  of  throwing  a  knife  and  in- 
tended to  do  so.     He  remembered  seeing  two 
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bullfighters  once  settle  a  quarrel  in  this  way 
in  the  yard  of  a  posada  outside  Seville,  and  he 
remembered  with  an  involuntary  shudder  the 
way  in  which  one  navaja  went  like  an  arrow 
into  the  heart  of  one  of  the  combatants.  A 
quick  man  with  his  wits  about  him  can  parry 
even  the  swiftest  cast  of  a  knife,  however,  if 
he  is  in  the  least  prepared  for  it,  and  Granton 
resolved  to  be  well  prepared.  But  there 
seemed  to  be  no  intention  of  the  kind  in 
Bland's  thoughts.  He  seemed  to  be  animated, 
so  far  as  the  term  animation  could  be  applied 
to  his  methodical,  almost  mechanical  actions, 
by  a  single  desire  for  a  hand-to-hand  struggle 
with  Granton,  with  the  life  of  the  vanquished 
as  the  prize  of  the  victor. 

Slowly,  very  slowly,  the  two  men  ap- 
proached each  other,  each  with  his  gaze  fixed 
upon  the  other's  face,  watching  his  eyes  and 
trying  to  read  his  intentions  there.     Suddenly 
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there  was  a  simultaneous  spring,  and  in  a 
moment  both  men  were  strugghng  across  the 
floor  together,  each  grasping  with  his  left 
hand  the  armed  right  hand  of  his  opponent. 
Desperately,  silently,  they  struggled,  breathing 
hard,  with  their  muscles  knit,  with  their  pale 
faces  staring  at  each  other,  while  the  great 
knives  gleamed  high  in  the  air  as  they  caught 
the  glare  from  the  flaring  lamp,  and  the  crazy 
hut  shook  till  it  seemed  to  reel  beneath  their 
trampling  feet. 

Granton  was  a  strong  man,  in  good  con- 
dition of  body  ;  his  life  of  adventure  had  never 
been  a  life  of  profligacy,  and  all  his  physical 
capacities  were  trained  and  tempered  to  their 
best.  But  he  found  in  Bland  a  terrible 
antagonist.  The  man's  lean  body  seemed  to 
be  as  sinewy  and  as  supple  as  a  panther's. 
His  grasp  around  Granton's  wrist  was  like  a 
clenched  circle  of  hammered  steel.     Granton 

q2 


228  RED  DIAMONDS 

had  the  advantage  in  weight,  and  in  the  first 
onrush  had  succeeded  in  driving  his  enemy 
backwards  by  the  mere  pressure  of  his  weight, 
but  the  extraordinary  elasticity  of  Bland's 
body  soon  enabled  him  to  recover  from  the 
effect  of  the  first  impetus  and  to  hold  his 
ground.  For  a  few  seconds  that  seemed  to  last 
for  centuries  the  two  men  stood  still  together, 
glaring  at  each  other ;  clinging  to  each  other. 
In  the  awful  silence  Granton  could  hear  the 
ticking  of  his  own  watch,  and  the  lapping  of 
the  water  underneath  the  planks  on  which 
they  were  standing.  He  could  see  on  the 
wall  before  him  the  horrible  fantastic  shadows 
they  cast — two  distorted  shapes  like  demons 
wrestling  for  the  mastery.  Then,  with  a 
desperate  effort,  the  two  men  flung  themselves 
free  again,  and  each  fell  back  a  few  paces  pre- 
paratory to  a  fresh  spring. 

As    they  did   so   Granton,  his   senses   all 


A   BUSY  NIGHT  229 

alive  and  on  the  watch,  noticed  that  the 
theatre  of  the  tragedy  they  were  playing  was 
not  the  best  possible  place  to  have  chosen  for 
such  an  encounter.  The  place  shook  as  he 
had  seen  houses  shake  in  lands  where  earth- 
quakes were  a  daily  possibility  and  almost  a 
daily  event ;  the  boards  groaned  and  creaked 
ominously ;  the  dilapidated  window  rattled 
noisily.  Queerly  enough  the  rattle  of  the 
window  in  the  sash  carried  Granton's  memory 
back  to  the  rattle  of  castagnettes — of  the 
castagnettes  the  girl  had  played  that  noonday 
in  Seville,  the  gipsy  girl  who  had  caused  the 
quarrel  between  the  bullfighters.  Somehow 
the  whole  scene  seemed  to  rise  up  before  him 
again,  only  that  he  and  Bland  appeared  to 
have  taken  the  place  of  the  bullfighters, 
while  the  gipsy  girl  had  the  features  and  the 
fair  hair  of  Fidelia  Locke. 

The  fancy  came  and  went  in  a  second — in 
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a  second  of  breathing  space  before  the  sundered 
foemen  closed  again.  Once  more  and  warily 
they  drew  near  to  each  other ;  once  more, 
with  the  same  sudden,  simultaneous  motion, 
they  leaped  forward,  and  closed  again  in  the 
same  tight  grasp  of  deadly  purpose,  hand 
again  grasping  wrist,  the  gleaming  weapons 
again  high  in  air. 

But  this  time  Granton  found  it  less  easy  to 
bear  Bland  back.  His  enemy  held  his  ground, 
all  his  body  seemed  stiffened  into  steel ;  and 
though  Granton  pressed  upon  him  with  all  his 
weight  he  could  not  succeed  in  forcing  him  to 
yield  an  inch.  The  two  men  stood  in  the  same 
spot  swaying  to  right  and  left ;  then  Bland 
made  a  furious  effort  and  Granton  began  to 
give  way  and  go  back. 

He  resisted  desperately,  but  unavailingly. 
For  the  moment  Bland  was  getting  the  better 
of  him,  and  he  began  to  fear  that  his  strength, 
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great  as  it  was,  had  less  staying  power  in  it 
than  Bland's.  So  he  allowed  Bland  to  bear 
him  back  a  little,  while  the  hut  groaned  and 
shook  at  every  move  they  made.  He  was  try- 
ing to  recover  new  breath,  collecting  all  his 
forces  for  a  new  effort. 

Suddenly  Bland  flung  his  leg  round  Gran- 
ton's  and  tried  to  throw  him. 

The  act  was  swiftly  and  skilfully  done,  but 
it  did  not  find  Granton  unprepared.  He  had 
been  expecting  Bland  to  make  the  attempt, 
and  he  was  as  much  on  his  guard  as  a  man 
can  be  who  is  fiorhtincr  for  his  life  with  a  mad- 
man  and  has  to  be  ready  to  meeet  half-a- 
dozen  different  deadly  possibihties  at  once. 

If  Bland  was  as  tenacious  as  the  ivy  Gran- 
ton was  as  strong  as  the  oak,  and  though  he 
could  not  shake  off  the  leg  grip  in  which  Bland 
held  him,  trying  to  bear  him  back  and  down, 
he  stood  his  ground  stubbornly. 
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Baffled,  Bland  withdrew  his  leg  and  leaped 
back  and  the  men  stood  apart,  joined  only 
by  their  grasped  hands  in  an  arch  above  them. 

Then  Granton  again  began  to  bear  Bland 
back,  slowly,  inch  by  inch,  towards  the  wall. 
The  fierce  desire  for  life  was  now  fully  awake 
in  him,  and  side  by  side  with  it  the  fierce 
desire  for  revenge  upon  the  foe  who  threatened 
his  life.  Granton  was  now  as  much  of  an 
animal,  fighting  for  its  existence,  as  Bland,  but 
his  face  showed  its  passion  while  Bland's  re- 
mained all  through  as  passionless  as  a  mask. 
Perhaps  long  command  of  feature  had  given 
his  face  an  unconquerable  rigidity,  but  now 
even  in  this  death -grapple,  and  in  the  midst  of 
all  his  rage,  Granton  found  himself  wonder- 
ing at  the  astonishing  impassibility  of  the  face 
opposed  to  him,  at  the  lustreless,  expression- 
less eyes  that  looked  back  into  his. 

As  they  neared  the  wall,  Bland  suddenly, 
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with  a  desperate  effort,  stiffened  himself  against 
Granton's  impetus  and  held  his  ground.  This 
brought  the  two  men  close  together  again 
and  Granton,  repeating  Bland's  tactics  of  a 
minute  earlier,  locked  his  right  leg  round 
Bland's  leg  in  an  attempt  to  throw  hira.  Bland 
swayed,  reeled,  struggled  and  fell  heavily  back 
against  the  wall  by  the  window,  with  a  heavy 
crash  which  made  the  trembling  room  reel. 
Granton's  leg  had  slipped  down,  and  for  a 
moment  the  two  men  lay  against  the  wall, 
their  bodies  pressed  together.  Then  Bland 
recovered  himself  and  pushed  Granton,  who 
was  breathed  by  the  effort,  a  little  from  him. 
For  a  moment  they  stood  again  face  to  face, 
with  their  gripped  wrists  still  high  in  the  air, 
glaring  at  each  other.  Then  they  locked  legs 
once  more,  and  once  again  the  two  men  fell 
heavily  Avith  all  their  weight  against  the  wall 
by  the  window. 
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There  was  a  hideous  crash,  a  horrible 
sound  of  ripping  wood,  of  the  tearing  of 
parting  planks,  a  momentary  intense  glare  be- 
hind as  the  lamp  fell  forward  flaring  up. 
Granton  was  only  conscious,  horribly  con- 
scious, that  he  was  falling  forward  into  infinity 
with  the  pale,  set  face  of  Bland  beneath  him. 
The  descent  seemed  to  last  for  ever,  and  yet 
it  was  over  in  a  second,  and  it  ended  in  the 
cold  waters  of  the  river.  The  flimsy  wall  of 
the  wretched  hut  had  given  way  beneath  their 
weight,  and  had  precipitated  the  combatants 
into  the  Thames. 

Granton  rose  to  the  surface  in  a  moment, 
but  not  immediately  to  consciousness  of  his 
position.  Like  a  man  who  emerges  from  the 
influence  of  laughing  gas  or  the  anguish  of  a 
painful  dream,  he  felt  for  the  moment  bewil- 
dered, uncertain  where  to  place  himself  in  the 
world  of  realities.     But  this  uncertainty  lasted 
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only  for  an  infinitesimal  fraction  of  time. 
EecoUectlon  of  what  had  happened  came  back 
to  him,  of  the  fight  which  had  just  been  inter- 
rupted, of  the  shattered  wall,  the  fall,  the 
plunge  into  the  chill  water. 

Keeping  himself  afloat,  Granton,  who  was 
as  good  at  swimming  as  at  all  other  bodily 
exercises,  looked  around  him.  The  swift 
current  had  already  carried  him  some  dis- 
tance from  the  scene  of  the  struggle.  But 
the  water  all  around  him  was  covered  with 
the  wreck  and  welter  of  the  ruined  building. 
Looking  behind  him  Granton  could  see  a  thin 
column  of  grey  smoke  rise  up  against  the 
blackness  of  the  night,  and  the  leap  of  one  or 
two  tiny  tongues  of  scarlet  flame.  He  guessed 
at  once  that  the  lamp  w^hich  had  been  upset 
had  not  been  extinguished  and  was  making  a 
bonfire  of  the  ruins.  Or  perhaps  the  shattered 
embers  of  the  stove  were  doing  the  work. 
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So  much  the  better,  Granton  thought,  as 
he  drifted  \Yith  the  stream ;  his  next  thougrht 
was,  '  What  had  I  better  do  ?  ' 

The  water  was  very  cold,  the  night  was 
very  dark,  the  sooner  he  got  out  of  the  river 
and  on  shore  the  better.  Ought  he  to  swim 
back  and  try  and  discover  what  had  become 
of  Bland  ?  he  asked  himself,  and  on  reflection 
he  answered  'No.' 

Whatever  had  become  of  Bland  he  was  cer- 
tainly very  well  out  of  Granton's  way,  and 
Granton  really  did  not  feel  that  he  was  called 
upon  by  any  exaggerated  spirit  of  chivalry  to 
further  peril  his  life  by  seeking  for  the  mur- 
derer who  had  just  been  attempting  to  add 
one  more  to  his  many  crimes.  The  hideous 
struggle  in  which  Granton  had  just  been  en- 
gaged had  come  to  what  he  must  consider 
to  be  a  satisfactory  conclusion.  He  did  not 
want  to  kill   Bland  with   his  own  hand,  but 
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still  less  did  he  wish  that  Bland  should  kill 
him  ;  and  one  or  other  of  these  terminations 
to  the  fight  would  have  been  inevitable  if  it 
had  not  been  for  the  unexpected  collapse  of 
the  theatre  in  which  the  strange  duel  was 
going  on. 

The  immediate  thing,  Granton  felt,  was  to 
get  out  of  the  river  as  quickly  as  he  could. 
The  current  was  very  swift,  and  Granton  was 
greatly  fatigued  by  the  desperate  struggle  he 
had  just  been  going  through  ;  but  the  keen 
chill  of  the  water  stimulated  his  strained 
muscles  and  overwrought  nerves,  and  lent 
him  for  the  moment  a  kind  of  spurious 
energy. 

Watching  his  opportunity,  and  husbanding 
his  strength,  he  succeeded  in  getting  close  to 
the  Surrey  shore.  In  the  thick  darkness  it  was 
very  difficult  to  distinguish  objects,  and  Gran- 
ton was  obliged  to  act  with  great  caution ;  but 
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at  last  he  succeeded  in  catcliing  hold  of  a  rope 
which  held  a  barge  alongside  of  a  wharf.  To 
this  rope  he  clung  panting  for  some  seconds, 
realising  for  the  first  time  how  tired  he  was. 
His  wet  clothes  hung  about  him  like  lead,  and 
his  breath  came  hard  and  fast.  With  a  des- 
perate effort  he  drew  himself  along  the  rope 
to  the  side  of  the  barge  and,  mustering  all 
his  remaining  strength,  he  dragged  himself  on 
board. 

Once  on  board,  he  dropped  to  the  ground 
from  sheer  exhaustion.  But  he  knew  that  he 
dared  not  rest  long.  The  chill  would  soon  be 
eating  into  him,  so,  summoning  some  further 
energy,  he  scrambled  from  the  barge  to  the 
wharf  and  made  the  best  of  his  way  inland. 
The  river  had  carried  him  a  considerable  way, 
and  he  had  come  ashore  a  little  below  West- 
minster Bridge.  Dripping  as  he  was,  he 
sta<^cTered  through  a  network  of  dismal  alleys 


A   B[/SY  NIGHT  239 

till  he  emerged  upon  Westminster  Bridge- 
road. 

An  all-night  public- house  stood  at  the 
corner  of  the  road  from  which  he  came.  He 
entered  the  private  bar,  streaming  like  a  river 
god,  to  the  astonishment  of  the  little  crowd 
who  were  drinking,  and  of  the  young  lady 
behind  the  bar.  In  a  few  words  Granton 
explained  that  he  had  fallen  into  the  river, 
and  wanted  some  brandy  and  a  cab.  He 
drank  off  half  a  tumblerful  of  the  spirit  in 
the  midst  of  a  staring  group,  declined  the 
landlord's  civil  offer  of  a  change  of  clothes, 
for  he  was  anxious  to  get  away  as  quickly  as 
possible. 

By  this  time  a  hansom  was  obtained. 
Granton  distributed  the  silver  still  remaining 
in  his  pockets  among  the  crowd  and  drove  off 
as  quickly  as  the  horse  could  go  The  moment 
he  got  back  to  his  own  place  he  had  a  hot 
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bath,  drank  some  more  brandy,  and  tumbled 
into  bed  as  soon  as  possible. 

'  Well,'  he  said  to  himself,  with  a  smile,  as 
he  slipped  between  the  sheets,  '  Eupert,  my 
friend,  you  have  had  a  very  busy  night  of  it, 
a  very  busy  night  indeed.  I  don't  think  that 
3^ou  ever  had  quite  so  busy  a  night  before.' 
He  turned  over  on  his  side,  and  was  just 
dozing  off  to  sleep  when  a  thought  occurred 
to  him  which  partially  aroused  him.  '  I 
wonder  what  has  become  of  Bland  ? '  he 
asked  himself.  Then  he  fell  asleep  and  slept 
till  noon. 
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'  Misseri's  Hotel, 

'  Pera,  Constantinople. 

'  My  Dear  Sister, — For  surely  I  may  call  you 
sister — you  who  have  always  been  as  good 
to  me  as  if  I  were  indeed  your  brother.  I 
am  writing  now  to  say  good-bye  to  you  for  a 
long  time.  I  hope  that  we  shall  meet  again. 
I  look  forward  with  all  my  heart  to  such 
a  meeting,  but  time  must  elapse — time  for 
healing,  time  for  forgetting,  time  for  forgiv- 
ing. Did  you  think  that  the  vagabond  was 
reclaimed,  that  the  restless  adventurer  had 
become  reconciled  with  civilisation  and  society 
and  all  the  rest  of  it,  that  the  wild  ass  of  the 
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desert  was  going  to  eat  contentedly  in  civic 
stables  ?  Did  you  think  all  this,  my  dear 
sister  ?  If  you  did  it  would  not  be  surpris- 
ing, for  indeed  I  thought  it,  or,  at  least,  half 
thought  it  myself.  It  really  did  seem  for  a 
little  while  as  if  Eupert  Granton,  the  ne'er- 
do-well,  had  positively  made  up  his  mind  to 
settle  down  and  become  a  respectable  member 
of  a  respectable  community.  But  the  end 
was  not  yet,  you  see. 

*  Here  I  am  in  dear  old  Stamboul,  pausing 
on  the  edge  of  the  great  world  of  adventure. 
I  always  think  that  the  long  bridge  across 
the  Golden  Horn  is,  as  it  were,  the  gateway 
to  Wonderland.  I  have  crossed  it  often  be- 
fore ;  soon  I  shaU  cross  it  again,  shall  make 
my  plunge  into  outer  darkness  and  turn  up 
Heaven  knows  where ;  perhaps  at  Thibet 
among  the  Buddhists,  perhaps  in  China — 
shall  I  fetch  you  a  hair  of  the  great  Cham's 
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beard  ? — perhaps  at  Ispahan.  I  do  not  know 
and  I  do  not  care.  To  a  citizen  of  the  world 
like  myself,  inured  by  long  experience,  one 
place  is  as  much  home  as  another — as  much 
home,  at  least,  as  I  shall  ever  know.  Please 
don't  think  that  I  am  going  to  be  sentimental, 
or  sigh  because  a  roUing  stone  doesn't  gather 
moss.  I  haven't  the  shghtest  desire  to  gather 
moss,  and  should  not  know  what  to  do  with  it 
if  I  did  gather  it. 

'  No,  my  Bohemian  blood  is  throbbing  in 
my  pulses,  and  its  pulsations  told  me  that 
I  must  be  up  and  doing.  That  vague  in- 
definable, unconquerable  feeling  which  the 
gipsy,  which  the  Arab,  which  every  wan- 
derer knows  so  well,  was  upon  me  and  it 
had  to  be  obeyed.  It  is  no  use  to  struggle 
against  it.  I  know  but  httle  and  care  less 
for  our  family  history — the  history  of  a 
family   into   which    you    married,   my   dear 
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sister,  hardly  to  your  good  fortune.  But 
I  sometimes  wonder  if  any  of  the  ancestral 
Grantons  ever  wedded  a  gipsy  woman,  or  if, 
by  chance,  some  Crusading  forefather  picked 
up  a  Saracenic  bride.  If  either  of  these 
events  happened  it  would  account  perhaps 
for  the  vagrant  blood  in  me,  the  vagrant 
blood  that  needs  will  keep  my  body  drifting 
idly  over  the  world. 

'  Have  you  started  a  new  fencing-master 
yet  ?  If  so,  I  trust  he  will  prove  more 
satisfactory  than  his  predecessor.  I  know 
that  you  expressed  a  great  deal  of  pity  for 
the  feUow  when  Bostock's  body  was  fished  up 
out  of  the  Thames  at  Gravesend.  If  he  did 
commit  suicide  it  was  no  sighing  matter  ;  the 
world  was  better  ofi"  without  him  ;  certainly 
some  folk  who  were  very  dear  to  you  and 
me  may  breathe  more  freely  for  his  absence 
from  the  game.      I  happen  to  have  learned 
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something  about  the  man,  and  I  may  as  well 
tell  you  in  confidence  that  he  was  the  secret 
enemy  who  was  striking  at  Gerald's  life. 
More  than  this  I  do  not  care  to  say,  and  more 
than  this  therefore  I  am  sure  you,  my  dear, 
will  not  want  to  ask.  The  fellow  was  a  great 
scoundrel.  I  resfret  the  conditions  which 
helped  to  make  him  such  a  scoundrel ;  I  can- 
not honestly  say  tliat  I  feel  any  regret  for  him. 
'  Well,  there  are  queer  people  in  the 
world,  and  your  friend  Bostock  was  one  of 
the  queerest.  I  have  met  a  lot  of  strange 
chaps  in  my  time  and  shall  meet  a  few  more, 
I  daresay,  but  I  scarcely  expect  to  beat  him. 
Happily  I  have  never  learned  cynicism  from 
my  wanderings  and  my  experiences.  I  am 
glad  to  think  that  the  good  people  out- 
number the  bad,  and  I  am  glad  to  think 
that  it  has  been  my  privilege  of  late  to  know 
such  a  number  of  dear  people  in  the  dear  old 
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country,  from  which,  desperate,  hardened 
vagabond  that  I  am,  I  am  actually  running 
away.  Yes,  yes,  I  must  have  gipsy  blood  in 
me,  which  will  not  let  me  stay  in  peace  in  my 
own  land  and  with  my  own  people. 

'  Do  not  fancy  that  I  did  not  relish  my 
little  recent  taste  of  civilisation  and  respect- 
ability, my  sitting  at  good  men's  tables  and 
hearing  bells  toll  to  church.  Indeed,  indeed, 
and  yet  again  indeed,  I  relished  it  hugely — 
relished  it  so  much  that,  as  I  say,  there  was 
a  moment,  a  moment  of  hallucination,  in 
which  I  fancied  that  the  pleasant  episode 
might  become  an  abiding  fact,  that  the 
tramp  had  turned  citizen.  But  the  halluci- 
nation did  not  endure,  though  I  think  that 
for  a  time  you  shared  in  it.  It  would  never 
have  done,  dear  sister.  Even  if  it  had  been 
possible — and  it  never  was  possible,  never, 
never — it  would  never  have  done.      I  am  not 
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the    riorht   kind    of  man    to   make  a  woman 
happy — such  a  woman  too  ! 

'  That  she  will  be  happy,  I  hope,  trust,  and 
believe.  In  Gerald  Aspen  she  has  got  a 
husband  who,  if  he  is  not  quite  Fidelia's  peer 
— as  what  man  is  ? — is  very  honourable, 
very  honest,  very  loyal,  stable,  steadfast,  de- 
voted, rich  in  all  qualities  that  make  a  woman's 
married  life  a  happy  one.  And  that  Fidelia's 
life  may  be  a  happy  one  is  the  dearest  prayer 
that  my  battered  heart  can  utter.  I  think 
you  were  a  little  surprised  that  I  waited  to  see 
them  married.  Why  not — why  not?  They 
are  both  dear  to  me,  and  I  helped  them  both 
a  little,  and  I  like  to  see  a  thingr  through. 
But  after  it  was  over  I  did  not  care  to  stay 
much  longer  in  the  old  country,  and  that  is 
why,  when  you  thought  I  was  off  to  Brighton 
for  rest  and  sea  breezes,  I  was  speeding  across 
Europe  in  the  Orient  Express. 
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'  Eemember  me  to  all  friends.  Eaven  and 
his  wife  I  may  possibly  meet  somewhere,  for  I 
hear  that  they  are  going  off  on  a  tremendous 
travel  together  all  round  the  world  and  all 
over  it.  Pretty  little  Lydia  ought  to  enjoy 
that,  for  she  has  something  of  the  roving  spirit 
of  her  excellent  uncle,  and  Raven  makes  a 
capital  companion,  especially  to  the  woman 
who  happens  to  be  in  love  with  him.  I 
should  think  that  fortune  and  felicity  would 
improve  Eaven.  I  always  knew  him  to  be  a 
good  fellow  at  heart,  and  if  he  was  wild 
he  came  of  a  wild  stock.  It  would  hardly 
be  quite  decent  for  me,  would  it,  to  re- 
proach him  at  all  on  that  score?  For  a 
Granton  to  preach  at  anyone  would  scarcely 
afford  edification. 

'  As  I  write  the  sun  is  shining  on  the 
Bosphorus,  and  when  T  look  up  from  my 
paper   I  can  see  the  flags  of  many  nations 
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fluttering  in  the  breeze.  The  sight  of  them 
sets  my  fancy  fluttering  too ;  and  I  feel  that  I 
mustbeofi'in  a  day  or  two,  by  sea  or  by  land. 
I  have  half  a  mind  to  join  Borringer  at  Mar- 
seilles, where  he  is  busy  organising  an  ex- 
pedition to  the  South  Pole.  Whatever  I  do 
or  wherever  T  go  I  hope  there  will  always  be 
a  kind  thought  in  your  dear  heart  for  your 
very  unsatisfactory,  incorrigible,  but  very 
devoted  brother, 

'  PiUPERT  Graxton/ 
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BREWER  (RWr^DR7)7"W0RKS~BY: 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.    Fifteenth  Tlnn^and.     Crown  >-vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  Oil. 

AUTHORS  AND  THEIR  WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES:  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"  The  Reader's    Handbook,"  separately  printed.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF   MIRACLES.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6«1. 

BREWSTER  (SIR  DAVID),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  4s.  Od.  each. 
MORE  WORLDS  THAN  ONE:  Creed  of  Philosopher  and  Hope  of  Christian.  Plates. 
THE  MARTYRS  OF  SCIENCE:  Galileo.Tycho  Bkahe.  and  Kepler.  With  Portraits. 
LETTERS  ON   NATURAL  MAGIC.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 

MlU.TrS'AVARIN.-GASTRONOMY"AS"A~FINE  ART.  By  Brillat. 

S^vARiN.    Translated  by  R.  E.  Andeoson,  M.A.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  2s. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


BRET  HARTE,  WORKS  BY. 

LIBRARY  EDITION.    In  Seven  Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os.  each. 
BRET  HARTE'S  COLLECTED  WORKS.    Arranged  and  Revised  by  the  Author. 
Vol.      I.  Complete  Poetical  and  Dramatic  Works.    With  Steel  Portrait. 
Vol.    II.  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp— Bohemian  Papers — American  Legends. 
Vol.  III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts— Eastern  Sketches. 
Vol.  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy.    |    Vol.  V.  Stories— Condensed  Novels,  &c. 
Vol,  VI.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 
Vol.VII.  Tales  OF  the  Pacific  Slope— II.    With  Portrait  by  John  Pettie,  R.A. 

THE  SELECT  WORKS  OF  BRET  HARTE,  in  Prose  and  Poetry  With  Introductory 
Essav  by  ].  M.  Bellew.  Portrait  of  Author,  and  soIUusts.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  ex..  ta.  <>d. 

BRET  HARTE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.  Hand-made  paper  &  buckram.  Cr.Svo.  48.«d. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  THE  PIRATE  ISLE.  With  28  original  Drawings  by  Kate 
Greenaway,  reproduced  in  Colours  by  Edmund  Evans.    Small  4to, cloth,  58. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  C<1.  each. 
A  WAIF  OF  THE  PLAINS.     With  60  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN   GATE.    With  59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L  Wood. 
A  SAPPHO  OF  GREEN  SPRINGS,  &c.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  Hume  Nisbet. 
COLONEL    STARBOTTLE'S  CLIENT,  AND   SOME    OTHER   PEOPLE.      With  a 

Frontispiece  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
SUSY:  A  Novel.     With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  J.  A.  Christie. 
SALLY  POWS.  &c.     With  47  Illustrations  by  W.  D.  Almond,  &c. 
A  PROTEGEE  OF  JACK  HAMLIN'S.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  [Shortly. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  '2^*.  each. 
GABRIEL  CONROY.  I    THE  LUCK  OF  ROARING  CAMP,  &c. 

AN  HEIRESS  OF  RED  DOG,  &c.        |    CALIFORNIAN  STORIES. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each;  cloth  limp,  tjs.  <i<l.  each. 

FLIP.  I         MARUJA^ I      A  PHYLLIS  OF  THE   SIERRAS. 

Fcap.  Svo.  picture  cover.  Js.  each. 
THE  TWINS  OF  TABLE  MJUNTAIN.    I      JEFF  BRIGGS'S  LOYE  STORY. 
SNOW-BOUND  AT  EAGLS'S. | 

BRYDGES.-UNCLE  SAM  AT  HDME.     i3y  Harold  Brydges.    Post 

8 V o.  illustrated  boards,  ^s.  ;  cloth  limp,  2**.  <>il. ■ 

BUCHANAN'S    (ROBERT)    WORKST     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  «H.  each. 

SELECTED  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BUCHANAN.  With  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 

THE   EARTHQUAKE  ;  or.  Six  Days  and  a  Sabbath. 

THE  CITY   OF   DREAM:  An  Epic  Poem.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  P.  Macnab. 

THE  WANDERING  JEW:  A  Christmas  Carol.     Second  Edition. 

THE   OUTCAST  :  A  Rhyme  for  the  Time.     With  15  Illustrations  by  Rudolf  Blind. 

Peter  Macnab,  and  Hume  Nisket,    Small  demv  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 
ROBERT  BUCHANAN'S  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    With  Steel-plate  Por- 

trait.    Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  7;*.  Od. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  <>d.  each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2»».  each. 
THE   SHADOW  OF  THE   SWORD.  LOYE   ME   FOR  EVER.    Fromispi^ 

A  CHILD  OF  NATURE.   Frontispiece. 
GOD  AND  THE  MAN.    With  11  Illus- 


trations by  Fred.  Barnard. 
THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  MADELINE. 

With  Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 


LOYE    ME    FOR  EVER.     Frontispiece. 
ANNAN  WATER.  |  FOXGLOVE  MANOR. 
THE   NEW  ABELARD. 
MATT  :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.     Front. 
THE  MASTER  OF  THE  MINE.    Front. 
THE  HEIR  OF  LINNE. 


WOMAN  AND  THE  MAN.    2  vols.,  crown  6vo. 


BURTON  (CAPTAIN). -THE    BOOK    OF    THE    SWORD:   Being  a 

History  ot  the  Sword   and  its  Use  in   all  Countries,  from  the  Earliest  Times.     By 
Richard  F.  Burton.     With  over  400  Illustrations.    Demy  4to,  cloth  extra,  32s. 

BURTON  (ROBERT):  ~ 

THE  ANATOMY    OF    MELANCHOLY:    A  New  Edition,  with  translations    of  the 

Classical  Extracts.     Demv  Svo,  cloth  extra,  '/«.  <mI, 
MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED    Being  an  Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Burton's 

Anatomy  of  Melancholv.     Post  8vq,  cloth  limp,  2s.  <i«l. 

r'AlNE    (T:7^HALL)^~N0VELS    BYr  Crov^M^8^^d^t"h^tra,  Ss.  6d.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s,  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  ttd.  each. 
SHADOW  OF  A  CRIME.    |    A  SON  OF  HAGAR.         |    THE  DEEMSTER. 

CAMERON    (COMMANDER). -THE    CRt/ISE   OF    THE    "BLACK 

PRINCE"  PRIYATEER.    By  V.  Lovett  Cameron,  R.N.     Post8vo.  boards,  2s. 

CAMERON  (MRS.  H.  LOVETT),  NOVELS  BY.  Post 8vo.iiVust:bds., as. each. 

JULIET'S  GUARDIAN.  |    DECEIVERS  EVER, 


CHATTO    &,   VVINDUS,   214,    PICCADILLY. 


CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS.      \Mth   Life 

by  R.  H.  Shepherd,  and  Thres  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  J«.  ♦»«!. 
CORRESPONDENCE  OF  THOMAS  CARLYLE  AND  R.  W.  EMERSON,  1834  to  1872. 
Edited  by  C.  E.  Norton.     With  Portraits.    Tu-q  Volg.,  crown  Svo.  clctii.  '-i4». 

CARLYLE~(JANE  WELSH)rLIFE~OF.  B^Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland. 
With  Portrait  ana  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  Svo,  c'oth  extra,  7 ».  6H. 

CHXPMAir§"(GEORlJErWORKSr^^rir^^timr^  Plays  complete. 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  VoL  II.,  the  Poems  and  Minor  Translatirn.s,  with  an 
Introductory  Essay  by  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  III.,  the  Translations 
of  the  Iliad  and  Odvssev.    Three  Vols.,  cro-.vn  Svo,  cloth  extra,  iin.  each. 

CHATf O^AND  JACKSW:=A^TREATrsrON"WOOD  ENGRAVING. 

Bv  W.  A.  Chatto  and  J.  Jackson.     With  450  tine  Illust;.     Large  4.10.  hi.-bd..  ^iS». 
CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN  :  A  Golden  Key.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.'Haweis. 
With  8  Co:o;:red  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.     Small  i.to,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  Demy  Svo.  cloth  limp,  '^s.  6d. 

CLARE.-FOR  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LASS:   A  Tale  of  Tynedale.     By 

Austin  Clark.     Post  Svo.  picture  boards,  'is,:  cloih  limp,  2s.  Cd. 

CLIVE~CMRSr"ARCHERirNdVELS"B Y.  Post  Svo,  iUnst.  boards  2*.  each. 
PAUL  FERROLL. |      WHY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 

CLODD.-MYTHS    AND    DREAMS.      By  Edward    Clodd.  F.R.A.S. 

Second  Edition,  Revised.     Crown  ivo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  Cd, 

COBBAN  (J.  MACKREN)rNOVEirS~BY. 

THE  CURE  OF  SOULS.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2«. 
THE  RED  SULTAN.     Cro-.vn  Svo,  cloth  extra,  :is.  «d. 
THE  BURDEN  OF  ISABEL.    Three  Vols,  crown  Svo. 


COLEMAN  (JOHN),  WORKS  BY. 

PLAYERS  AND  PLAYWRIGHTS  I  HAVE  KNOWN.    Two  Vo's.,  Svo,  cloth,  24*. 
CURLY:  An  Actor's  Story.  With  21  Il'.usts.  bv  J.  C.  Dollman.   Cr.  Svo.  cl..  Is.  6d. 

COLERIDGE. -THETEVEN  SLEEPERS  OF  EPHESUS.     By  M.  E. 

Coleridge.     Fcap.  Svo.  cloth,  Is.  Gd._^ 

C0XlMS7CT^LLST0N)r^HE~BAR  SINISTER.    Post  8vo.  2s. 
COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),  NOTELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  .'5-*.  6d.  each  ;  pcsi  : vo.  -l^ustrated  boards.  2*.  each. 
FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.      |      BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION.     |      YOU  PLAY  ME  FALSE,      j     A  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
SWEET  ANNE  PAGE.  '  FIGHT  WITH  FORTUNE.  |  SWEET  &  TWENTY.  !  FRANCES. 

COLLINS  (WILKIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Cr,  Svo.  cl.  ex.,  Us.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo.  iliust.  bds.,  2«.  each ;  cl.  limp,  2s.  Gd.  each, 
ANTONINA.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
BASIL.     Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  I.  Mahonev. 
HIDE   AND  SEEK.    Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert.  R.A. ,  and  J.  ^Tahoney. 
AFTER  DARK.     Ilh^tration^  by  A.  B.  Houghton.  |    THE  TWO  DESTINIES. 
THE   DEAD   SECRET.    With  a  Frontispiece  bv  Sir  John  Gilbf.kt,  R.A. 
QUEEN   OF   HEARTS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.   With  Illusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  F.  A.  Fraser 
NO  NAME.     With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  Coopek. 
MY   MISCELLANIES.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 
ARMADALE.     Witii  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

THE   MOONSTONE.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MAN  AND   WIFE.    With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
POOR  MISS  FINCH.    Illustrated  by  G.  D\j  Maurier  and  Edward  Hughes. 
MISS  OR  MRS.?    With  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  FiLDES,  R.A. ,  and  Henry  Woods,  A. R.A. 
THE  NEW   MAGDALEN.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Reinhardt. 
THE  FROZEN   DEEP.     IIluMratPd  by  G.  Du  M.^^uriek  and  J.  Mahoney, 
THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.    Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Sydney  Hall. 
THE  HAUNTED  HOTEL.    Illustrated  bv  Arthur  Hopkins. 
THE  FALLEN   LEAVES.    I    HEART  AND  SCIENCE.  I  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 
JEZEBEL'S  DAUGHTER.        "I   SAY  NO."  LITTLE   NOVELS. 

THE  BLACK  ROBE.  I    A  ROGUE'S  LIFE.  |  THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIH 

BLIND   LOVE.      With  Preface  by  Walter  Be.sant,  and  Illusts.  bv  A.  Forestiek. 

COLLINS  (J0HT"CHURT0NrCA7)7B00KS  BY. 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  TENNYSON.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6*. 

JONATHAN  SWIFT  :  A  Biographical  and  Critical  Study.  Crown  Svo,  clolh  extra  S«, 


-  32' 


rr  "*  ^ nns" 


CHATTO   L   WINDUS.     214,    PICCADILLY. 


DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  for  the  first 

time  Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial-introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A,B. 
Gbosaht,  P.p.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards,  1'2», 

DAWSON.— THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  YOUTH  :  A  Novel  of  Adventtire. 
By  Erasmus  Pawson,  M.B.  Edited  by  Pau-  Devqs.  With  Two  Llnstrations  by 
Hl'mk  Nisset.     Crown  3v-:i.  cioth  eirra.  .'$«.  fid.  :  post  9vo,  illnstrax&d  beards.  2». 

DE  GUEYiN.-THE  journal  of  MAURICE  DE  GUERIN.    Edited 

by  G.  S.  Trebut:en.     With   a   Memoir   b?  Sa:nt£-B«uv2.      Translated  from  tze 
2oth  French  Edition  by  Jessih  P.  Frothin^-ham.  Fcap.  3vo,  half-bound,  'i*.  6<i. 

DE  MAISTRE.-A  JOURNEY  ROUND  MY  ROOM.     By  Xavier  de 

Maisthe.    Translated  bv  He.vry  .A.tt"ve:,i..     Post  3vo.  cloth  .imp,  '2*.  fid. 

DE  MILLE.— A  CASTLE  IN    SPAIN.     By  James  De  M11.1.E.     \Vi:h  a 

Frontiapiece.     Crown  3vo.  cloth  extra.  3».  6d.j  post  Svo.  illustrated  beards,  'jm. 

DERBY  (THE).-THE  BLUE  RIBBON  OF  THE  TURF :  A  Caronxle 

of  the  Race  for  The  Desby.  from  Dicmea  to  Donovan.     V/i:h  Brief  Accotmts  of 
The  Oaks.     By  Louis  HEN:^y  Ccnzo:;,    Crown  Svo.  clcth  limp.  J«.  fid. 

DERWENT  (LEITH),  NOVELS  BY.  Cr.Svo xl.,  3».6d.ea.;  post  Svo;ods.,a-.ea. 
OUR  LADY  OF  TEARS. CIRCE'S  LOYEHS. 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),   NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo.     In.tr.red  boards,  '2^  eaci 

SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.  i    NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPEBS. ■    OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OP  CHARLES  DICKEHS,  i34:-i3-o.  With  a  New  Bibliography. 
Edited  by  Richard  HdRSE  3hhphehd.  Crown  Sva  cloth  extra,  fis. — A^sc  a 
Smaller  Editios.  in  the  S(  ivjir  Ltbr^r^',  post  Svo.  cloth  limp.  'is.  fid. 

ABOUT  ENGLAHD  WITH  DICKEHS.  By  Alfred  Rimmer.  Wtn  "  L^srrarions 
bv  C.  .\.  Vanterhoof,  Alfret  Rimmes,  and  others.  Sq.  ^va  cloth  extra.  Ts.  fi«i. 

DICTIONARIES. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES :  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Pogmatic.     By  the  Rev. 

E.  C    Brevkr,  LL.D.     Crown  9vo.  c:oth  extra.  7*.  fid. 
THE  READER'S    HANDBOOK   OF  ALLUSIONS.  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,    AND 

STORIES.    By  tne  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer.  LLP.    Witn  m  £sglj;sh  EiaLiOGaAPET. 

Fifteenth  Thousand.     Crown  ''va.  ^'■r.th  e-J-ra.  7*.  ^A. 
AUTHORS   AND   THEIR    WORKS.  WITH  THE  DATES.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limr.  2*. 
FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.      VVnh  Historical  and  Erpiana- 

::.rv  \'rte.>=.     '-■v  "^AiiUEL  A.  Bent.  A  M.     Crown  Svo,  cioth  extra.  7*.  fid. 
SLANG  DICTIONARY  :  Etvmological,  Historical,  and  .Anecdotal   Cr.  svc.  c   .  fiw.  »5**. 
WOMEN  OP  THE  DAY:  \  BiosjraDhical  Pictionarv.   Bv  F.  Hays.    Cr.  avo.  :  ..  .^-. 
WORDS,  FACTS,   AND   PHRASES:    .\  Pictionary  of  Carious .   Quaint,  an::  .' 

tne-Wav  Matters.     By  Elisjer  Etwaros.     Crown  Svo  cloth  ex rra-  7s.  fid. 

DIDEROT.— THE  PARADOX  OF  ACTING.  Translated,  v^.xh  Annota- 
tions,  from  Diderot's  "  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le  Con.edien,"  by  Walter  Herhxes  Pollock. 
With  a  Preiace  by  Hesry  Irvimg.     Cro-;vn  3vo.  parchment.  4!*.  fid. 

DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  WORKS  BY. 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.    With  95  innstraticns.     Sqtiare  Svo,  cloth.  ««. 
FOUR   FRENCHWOMEN.    With  a  Pcrtraits.    Crown  Svo.  btickram,  gilt  t:p.  fis. 
EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY  YIGNETTKS.    Crown  Svo,   backram,  iii:  t:p    fi*.-A 

Second  Series,  uniform  in  size  and  price,  is  now  in  preparation. 

DOBSON  (W.  T.)— POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECCENTRICI- 

TIES.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  'Js.  fid.  


DONOVAN  (DICK),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Post  -^vo.  ihustrateii  rcAri-.  'is.  each:    -  ^th  "iTrr.  'Js.  fid.  e.ach. 
THE  MAN-HUNTER.  ,    WANTED!      I    A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPHS. 
CAUGHT  AT  LAST !  IN  THE  GRIP  OF  THE   LAW. 

TRACKED  AND  TAKEN.  FROM  INFORMATION  RECEIVED. 

WHO  POISONED  HETTY  DUNCAN?  I    LINK  BY  LINK. 

SUSPICION  AROUSED. 
Crown  3vo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  fid.  eacu  :  pest  ;vc.  ulnstrated  boards,  *2a.  each  ; 

cloth  limp,  '2i».  fid.  each. 
1HE  MAN  FROM  MANCHESTER.    With  ;;  11  nstradons. 
TRACKED  TO  DOOM.     With  f  fal-D^£e  Ilastratcns  bv  GoRPOX  B^ow^rg. 

DOYLETCONAN).-THE  FIRM  OF  GIRDLESTONE.     By  a.  Con^v 

Doyle,  .\uthor  of  '*  Micah  Clarke.''    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ;»^  fid.' 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED   BY 


DRAMATISTS,    THE   OLD.    with  Vignette  Portraits.  Cr.Svo.cl.  ex.,  68.  per  Vol. 
BEN  JONSOH'S  WORKS.      With   Notes    Critical   and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford.     Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.   'Ihree  Vols. 
CHAPMAN'S  WORKS.     Complete  in  Three  Vols.      Vol.  I.   contains    the  Plays 
^^coniplete;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.  C.  Swinburne  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 
MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 
MASSINGER'SPLAYS.   Fromr^FFORD^sTe;it.^d2t  byCol.CujJNiNGHAM.  OneVol. 

DUNCAIUSARA^JEANNETTE),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  «J<1.  each. 
A  SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:  How  Orthodocia  and  I  Went  round  the  World  by  Our- 
selves.   With  III  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
AN  AMERICAN  GIRL  IN  LONDON.     With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H,  Townsend. 
THE  SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  MEMSAHIB.    Illustrated  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 

DYER,— THE  FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS.    By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 

Dyer,  M.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. ;_ 

FARLY  ENGLTSH  POETS.  Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota- 
•"      tion"!  bv  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.    One  Vol. 

DAYIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Two  Vols. 

HERRICK'S  (ROBERT)  COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    Three  Vols. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Three  Vols. 


EDGCUMBE.— ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River  Plate. 
By  E.  R.  Pearce  Edgcumbe.     With  4,1  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

EDWARDES  (MRS.~ANNiEX  NOVELS  BY: 

A  POINT  OF  HONOUR.    Post  avo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss. 

ARCHIE  LOVELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Sa.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  gs. 

EDWARb^~'(ELfEZERy^W  FACTS,    AND    PHRASES:    A 

Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-ot-the-Way  Matters.    By  Eliezer  Edwards. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6cl.         

EDWARDS^CM.  BETH  AM-),  NOVELS  BY. 

KITTY.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '-is. ;  cloth  limp,  ^8.  Od. 

FELICIA.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tis.  


EGERTON.— SUSSEX  FOLK  &  SUSSEX  WAYS.  By  Rev. J.  C.  Egerton. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  Wage,  and  4  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  5>i. 

EGGLESTON  (EDWARD).— ROXY  :  A  Novel.  Post  Svo'.  illust.  bds.,2s. 

ENGLISHMAN'S  HOUSE,  THE  :  A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selerting  or  Building  a  House  ;  with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.  By  C.  J. 
Richardson,    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  lUusts.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  7s»  6u. 

EWALD  (ALEX.  CHARLESrPXA.Y  WORKS  BY.  ~ 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES   OF    PRINCE    CHARLES    STUART,    Count  of  Albany 

(The  Young  Pretender).    With  a  Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  iid. 
STORIES  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.    With  an  Autotype.   Crown  Svo,  cloth, <»8. 

EYES,  OUR  :  How  to  Preserve  Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.  By 
John  Browning,  F.R. A. S.     *Vith7o  Illusts.     Eighteenth  Thousand.  Crown  Svo,  is. 

"PAMILIAR^SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  By  Samuel"a^h^ 

Bent,  A.M.    Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  Ts.  (id. 

FARADAY    (MICHAEL),    WORKS    BY.     Post  Svo,  doth  extr^  4s.  Od.  each. 

THE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OF  A  CANDLE:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 

Audience.     Edited  by  William  Crookes.  F'.C.S.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 

'  ON  THE  VARIOUS  FORCES  OF  NATURE,  AND  THEIR  RELATIONS  TO 

EACH  OTHER.    Edited  by  William  Crookes.  F.C.S.     With  Ilhistrations. 

FARRER  (J.  ANSON),  WORKS  BY. 

MILITARY  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

WAJR:  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  "  Military  Manners."     Cr.  Svo.  In.  ;  c1..  1  s.  <id. 

FENN  (G.  MANVILLE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Jf*  THE  NEW  MISTRESS.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
WITNIi^SS  TO  THE  DEED.    Cr^wn  6yo,  cloth  extra,  38.  Cd. 


CHATTO    Sc    WINDUS,    214,    P.[CCyU)lLLY. 


FIN-BEC— THE  CUPBOARD  PAPERS  :  Observations  on  the  Art  of 
Living  and  Dining.    By  Fin-Bec.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  39.  6d.  

FIREWORKS,  THE  COMPLETE  ART  OF  MAKlNGTorTThe  Pyro- 

technist's  Treasury.     By  Thomas  Kentish.   With  267  Iliustration?.    Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  5»» 

FITZGERALD  (PERCY,  M.A.,  F.S.A.),  WORKS~¥y: 

THE   WORLD  BEHIND  THE   SCENES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  Irom  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.     Post  Svo,  cl.,  2s.  6d, 
A  DAY'S  TOUR:  Journey  through  France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.  4to,  Is. 
FATAL  ZERO.    Crown  &"vo,  clotn  extra,  '.in.  6<1. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  iim. 

Post  Svo,  iliustr?ted  boards,  3s.  each. 
BELLA  DONNA.  I  LADY  OF  BRANTOHE.  I  THE   SECOND  MRS.  TILLOTSON. 
POLLY.  I  NEVER  FORGOTTEN.    I  SEYENTY-FIYE  BROOKE  STREET, 
LIFE   OF  JAMES  BOSWELL  (of  Auchinlecki.    With  an  Account  of  his  Sayings, 
Doings,  and  Writings;  and  Four  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  343« 

FLAMMARION  (CAMILLE),  WORKS  BY. 

POPULAR  ASTRONOMY:  A  General  Description  of  the  Heavens.  By  Camillb 
Flammarion.  Translated  by  J.  Ellard  Gore,  F.R.A.S.  lllusf.  by  numerous 
Figures,  Plates,  Photographs,  &c.     Medium  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  13s.  Od.      [Preparing. 

URANIA  :  A  Romance.  Translated  by  A.  R.  Stetson.  With  87  Illustrations 
by  De  Bieler,  Myrbach,  &c.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5«. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES,  B.D.)  COMPLETE  POEMS  :  Christ's  Victoria 

in  Heaven,  Christ's  Victoria  on   Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor 
Poems.     With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  Cs. 

F LUDYER  (HARRY)  AT  CAMBRIDGE.  Post  svoTi^. ;  cloth  Ump,  la.  6d. 
FONBLANQUE  (ALBANY).— FILTHY  LUCRE.  PostSvo.  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  fid.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
ONE  BY  ONE.  I  QUEEN  COPHETUA.  |  A  REAL  QUEEN.  |  KING  OR  KNAVE? 
OLYMPIA.  Post  Svo.  illust.  bds.,  3s.  |  ESTHER'S  GLO YE.  Fcap.  Svo,  pict.  cover.  Is. 
ROMANCES  OF  THE  LAW.    Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
ROPES  OF  SAND.     With  31  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d. 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),  NOVELS  BY.     Post  8vo,  illust".  bds.,  2s.  each. 

SETH'S  BROTHERS  WIFE . | THE   LAWTON    GIRL.       

FRENCH  LITERATURE,  A  HISTORY  OF.     By  Henry  Van  Laun. 

Three  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  boards,  7s.jKd.  each. 


FRERE.— PANDURANG'HARI  j'or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.     With  Pre- 
face by  Sir  Bartle  Frere.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  38.  _ 
FMSWELgHMJOT^ONE  OF  tWOJ  A  Novel^  Post  8vo, jflust  bds.,  2s. 

FROST  (THOMAS),"  WORKS  BY.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  c*:tra',  3s.  6d'.  each. 
CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.  I  LIVES  OF  THE  CONJURERS. 
THE  OLD   SHOWMEN   AND  THE   OLD   LONDON  FAIRS. 

FRY'S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES. 

Showing  their  Name,  Date  of  Foundation,  Objects,  Income,  OiScials,  &c.  Edited 
by  John  Lane.    Published  Annually.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

rV^RDENING  BOOKS.      Post  Svo.  liT^ch  r^roth  limp,  Is.  fid.  each. 
^  A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE:  Practical  Advice  as  to  the 
Manaeement  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.     By  George  Glenny. 
HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.    Bv  Tom  and  Jane  Jerrold.     Illustrated. 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT.    By^oM  Jerrold. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN:  the  Plant's  we'Grow,  aud  How  we  Cook  Them.    By 

Tom  Jerrold.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND  WHAT  I  GREY/  THERE.    By  Francis  G.  Heath. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edses,  6s.  ^ 

GAMETf:^^HE~"CAPEL~GiRLSVA~Novel.    By  Edward  Garrett. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3"*.  6d.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. ^ 

GENTLEMAN'S    MAGAZiNE,~THE.     IsT^IontFly.    In    addition  to 

Articles  upon  subjects  in  Literature.  Science,  and  Art,  "TABLE  TALK"  by  SvL- 
vANus  Urban,  and"  PAGES  ON  PLAYS  "  by  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  appear  monthly. 
*^*  Bound  Volumes  for  recent  year$  kept  in  %rock,  Ss.  6d.  each.  Cases  for  bindins;.  3s. 

GENTLEMAN'S  ANl^UAL,~THE7lPubII^hed  Annually  in  November,    i^. 
The  1893  Annual,  by  T.  W.  Speight,  is  entitled  "BURGO'S  ROMANCE," 
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GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.       Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm 

and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.     With  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin,  and  22  Steel 
Plates  after  George  Cruikshank.    Square  8vo.  cloth,  tts.  6tl.;  gilt  edges.  7»,  Od. 

GIBBON  (CHARLES),  NOVELS^BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ttd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  '2n.  each. 
ROBIN  GRAY.  |  LOVING  A  DREAM.    I    THE  GOLDEN  SHAFT. 
THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  FOREST.      |    OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 

Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  as.  each. 


THE  DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF  GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD  SAY? 

FOR  THE  KING.  |  A  HARD  KNOT. 

QUEEN  OF  THE   MEADOW. 

IN  PASTURES  GREEN. 


IN  LOYE  AND  WAR. 
A  HEART'S  PROBLEM. 
BY  MEAD  AND  STREAM. 
THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 
FANCY  FREE.  |  IN  HONOUR  BOUND. 
HEART'S  DELIGHT.  |   BLOOD-MONEY. 

GI BNE  Y  (SOMERVILLE). -SENTENCED!    Cr.  8vo,"ls. ;  cLls:  6d; 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.^  Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 

DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS.                        |    JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONGER. 
THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN.   [  

GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.     Two  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains:    The    Wicked   World— Pycmalion    and   Galatea — 

Charity— The  Princess— The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 
The  Second  Series  :  Broken  Hearts— Engaged — Sweethearts— Gretchen—Dan'l 
Druce — Tom  Cobb — H.M.S.  "  Pinafore" — The  Sorcerer — Pirates  of  Penzance. 
EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC~OP£RAS   wrkten~b"y~W.   S.   Gilbert.     Containing: 
The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  "Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance — lolanthe^Patience— 
Princess  Ida— The  Mikado— Trial  by  Jury.      Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp.  39.  Ofl. 
THE   "GILBERT   AND   SULLIVAN"   BIRTHDAY   BOOK:  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selectad  from  Plays  by  VV.  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A. 
Sullivan.     Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson.     Royal  i6mo,  Jap,  leather,  3s.  C>d. 

GLANVTLLE  (ERNEST )71fOVELS~BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3».  (id.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  LOST  HEIRESS:  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle,  and  Adventure.     With  2  Illusts. 
THE  FOSSICKER  :  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.     With  2  Illusts.  by  Hume  Nisbet. 
A  FAIR  COLONIST^  WUhT"Fro~htispiece.  _  Cr.  Svo,  cL  extra,  3«.  6d.       [Shortly. 

GLEmY.'=A  YEARNS  WORK  IN  GARDEN  "AND  GREENHOUSE: 

Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.     By  George  Glenn^y^ Post  Svo.  Iw.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

G0I>WIN:=LIVES  dnrHEnSfECliOMANCERS.     By  William  God- 

win.    Post_8vo.j:loth  limp,  38.        

GnOLDM'TREASURY    0^    THOUGHT,   THE :    An  Encyclopaedia  of 

Quotations.    Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  gilt,  ys.  6d. 

GOODMAN.-THE~rATE~OF~HERBERT~WAYNE.    By  E.  J.  Good- 

man.  Autlior  of  "  Too  Curious."     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  lin.  <id. 

GOWIN(a:=FlVE~THOUSAND"MlCES  IN  A  SLEDGE  :  A  Midudnter 

Tourney  Across  Siberia.    By  Lionel  F.  Gowing.    With  30  Illustrations  by  C.  J. 
Uken.  and  a  Map  by  E.  Weller.     Large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  >»s. 

GMHAMT^=TH¥~PMFESS0'R'S~WIFE  :    A   Story       By   Leonard 

Graham.     Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover,  is.  

GREE1R:S^O^D~ROMAKS~THETIFE~OF~THE,    described    f?^m 

Antique  Monuments.    By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner.    Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hueffek. 
With  545  Illustrations.    Large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  7».  6il. 

GREElTWroD"TJAMES)7"W0RKS~B~Y.      Cr.  Svo.  doth  extra,  38.  6d.  each. 
THE  WILDS  OF  LONDON. \_       LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY: 

NIKANOR.     Translated  by  Eliza  E.  Chase.     With  8  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo, 

cloth  extra,  Cs. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
A  NOBLE  WOMAN.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 

GlOTFiTHT^ccTmlnrHlArMAMzro^^ 

FiTH,  Author  of  "  Victory  Deane,"  &c.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<1. 

GRUNDY.-THE  DAYS  OF  HIS  VANITY  :  A  Passage  in  the  Life  of 

a  Yoi;r)C  Majj.    I?y  Syrney  Grundy.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s,  (id. 
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UABBERTON  (JOHN,  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies  ■'),  NOVELS   BY. 
•*■  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  28.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

BRUETOH'S  BAYOU. |    COUNTRY  LUCK. 

HAIR,  THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health.  Weakness,  and  Disease.  Trans- 
lated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  Pincus.     Crown  8vo.  Is. ;   cloth,  Is.  6d. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMAS  GORDON),  POEMS  BY.   Cr.  8vo,  ci.  ex..  «*.  each. 

NEW  SYMBOLS.       |    LEGENDS  OF  THE  MORROW.  |      THE  SERPENT  PLAY. 
MAIDEN  ECSTASY.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 

HALL.-SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.     By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey,  and 
George  Croikshank.    Medium  8yo.  cloth  extra.  78.  6d. 

HALLIDAY  (ANDR.).-E VERY-DAY  PAPERS.    Post  Svo,  bds.,  2s. 

HAND WTIITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.  With  over  loo  Facsimiles 
and  Explanatory  Tex-t.  By  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  '2».  <>«. 

HANKY-PANKY  :  Easy  Tncks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand,  &c. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  evtra.  4«.  ««}. 

HARDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).  -  PAUL  V^YNTER'S  SACRIFIC£.~~2s: 
HARDY   (THOMAS). -UNDER    THE    GREENWOOD    TREE.       By 

Thomas  Hardy,  Author  of  "Tess,"   With  Portrait  and  15  Illustrations.   Crown  Svo. 
cloth  extra,  3«.  6d.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ;  cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 

HXRP^MCHXRLES~Gr)7"WMKSB  Y.      Demy  Svo.  doth  extra,  16s.  each. 
THE  BRIGHTON  ROAD.     With  Photogravure  Frontispiece  and  90  Illustrations. 
FROM  PADDINGTON  TO  PENZANCE;  The  Record  of  a  Summer  Tramp.  105  Illusts. 

HARWOOD.— THE  TENTH  EARL.     By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.    Pest 

Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HAWEISTMRSTllTnR.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo,  doth  extra,  6s.  each. 
THE  ART  OF  BEAUTY.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations. 
THE   ART   OF  DECORATION.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations. 
THE  ART  OF  DRESS.    With  32  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6tl. 
CHAUCER  FOR   SCHOOLS.    Demv  &vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6rt. 
CHAUCER   FOR   CHILDREN.    -.S  Illusts.  fS  Coloured).     Sm.  4to,  d.  extra.  3s.  6d. 

HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R.,M. A.).  -AMERICAN  HUMORISTS  :  Washington- 
Irving.  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  James  Russell  Lowell,  Artemus  Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.     Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  63. 

HAWLEY^MART:^=WITH0UT  love  or  licence  :  A  Novel.    By 

HaWley  Smart.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  li*.  6cl.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2». 

HAWTHORNE.  —  OUR~OLD~HQMK      By  Nathaniel   Hawthorne. 

Annotated  with  Passages   from   the   Author's  Note-book,    and   Illustrated   with  31 
Photosrravnres.    Two  vols.. crown  Svo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  15s. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIANjn^^OVirS^BY. 

Crnwn  8vo,  •toth  extra,  3*.  6<l.  each;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  29.  each. 
GARTH.  \  ELLICE  QUENTIN.     I    BEATRIX  RANDOLPH.  |        DUST. 

SEBASTIAN  STROME.  DAYID    POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE'S  FOOL.  I    THE  SPECTRE  OF  THE  CAMERA. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  29.  each. 

MISS  CADOGNA. |      LOVE-OR  A  NAME. 

MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH'S  DIAMONDS.    Fcap^Svo.  illustrated  cover.  In. 

HEATH.-MY  GARDEN  WILD,   AND   WHAT   I    GREW   THERE. 

By  Francis  Georoe  Heath.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  e'  tra.  gilt  edges.  6a. 

HELPS  <SIR    ARTHUR),    WORKS~BY.      Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  29. 6d.  each. 
ANIMALS  AND  THEIR  MASTERS.    [      SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 
I  VAN  DE  BIRON  ;   A  Novel.     Cr.  Svo.  cl.  extra.  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds..  2*. 

HENDERSON.— AGATHA   PAGE  :   A  Novel.      By  Isaac  Henderson. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

HENrY7=^¥JUB~THE^UGGLER.     By  G.  A.  Henty.    With  8  Illus- 

trations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.    Crown  Svo,  doth  extra,  gilt  edges,  5a. ^ 

HERMAN.— A  LEADING  LADY.  By  Henry  Herman,  joint-Author 
of  "The  Bishops'  Bible.''    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth  extra,  28.  6d. 
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HERRICK'S~(ROBERTirHESPERIDES,  NOBLE"lnJMBfiRS,  AND 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the 

Rev.  A.  B,  Grosart,  D.D.  ;  Steel  Portrait,  &c.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  ISs. 
HERTZKA.— FREELAND  :  A  SocTai~Anticipatibn.      By^DrTTHEODOR 

H^RTZKA.    Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

HESSE- WARTEG&.—fUNlST  The  Landand  theiPeople.    By  Chevalier 

Ernst  von  Hesse-Wartego.    With  22  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d. 

ffiLrTJOHWM.AX^WO'RKS  BY. 

TREASON-FELONY.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  'is. 

THE  COMMON  ANCESTOR.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. [Shortly. 

HINDLEY  (CHARLES),  WORKS  BY. 

TAVERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  Reminiscences  connected  vyith 

Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  lis.  <»<l. 
THE  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  A  CHEAP  JACK.    Cr.  8vo.  cloth  ex.,  3s.  6«1. 

flOEY.— THE  LP VEK^S  CREED.  "By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.  PosTSvo.  2s. 
HOLLINGSHEAD  (JOHN).-NIAGARA  SPRAY.    Crown_8vo,  Is. 
HmMES.-TH'E  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  "PRbDUCTION  AND  VOICE 

PRESERVATION.    By  Gordon_Holmes,  M.D.  _Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  ttd. 

HOTMESlOOVM  WENDEEE),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  AUTOCRAT    OF    THE    BREAKFAST-TABLE.      Illustrated    by  J.    Gordon 

Thomson.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Ss.  6<i. — Another  Edition,  in  smaller  type,  with 

an  Introduction  by  G.  A.  Sala.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE  and  THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE 

BREAKFAST-TABLE.    In  One_Vol._  Post  SyMial^boimd,  jis^ 

HOOD'S  (THOMAS)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Life 
of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.    Vk'ith  85  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  printed  on 
laid  paper  and  half-bound^  'is. 

HOOD  (TOM). -FROM  NOWHERE  TO  THE  NORTH  POLE:  A 

Noah's  Arkaeological  Narrative.  By  Tom  Hood.  With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brunton 
and  E.  C.  Barnes.    Square  Svo,  clothjextra,  gilt^_S?£'_^_** 

HOM^lTHEl)DdKErCHOICE  HUMOROUS  WORKST  including  his 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.    With  Life  of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations. Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7m.  6tl. 

HOWERr^TBE~TlOUSE~OF~RABY'.   A  Novel.     By  Mrs.  George 

Hooper.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards^iis. 

HOPKiNSr=-'^'TWrXT~LOVE  AND  DUTY:  "A  Novel.     By  Tiarife 

Hopkins.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  'is. 

HORNE.  —  ORION :    An   Epic   Poem.      By  Richard  Hengist  Hornk. 
With  Photographic  Portrait  by  Summers.    Tenth  Edition.    Cr.Svo.  cloth  extra,  7s, 

HUNGERFO'RD   (MRS.),  Author  of    "Molly  Bawn,"  NOVELS    BY^ 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3».  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
A  MAIDEN  ALL  FORLORN.   |   IN  DURANCE  YILE.   |  A  MENTAL  STRUGGLE. 

MARVEL.  1 A  MODERN  CIRCE. 

LADY  YERNER'S  FLIGHT.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d. 

THE  RED-HOUSE  MYSTERY.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo. JShotily. 

HUNT.— ESSAYS  BY  LEIGH  HUlTT  :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner, 

&c.     Edited  by  Edmund  Ollier.     Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd..  iiw. 

Hunt  (mrs.  alfred),  noVIls^y. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <jd.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
THE  LEADEN  CASKET.    |    SELF-CONDEMNED.      |    THAT  OTHER  PERSON. 
THORNICROFT'S  MODEL.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss. 
MRS.  JULIET.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

HUTCHISON.— HINTS  ON  COLT-BREAKING.  By  W.  M.  Hutchison. 

With  25  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  fid. 

HYDROPHOBIA:  An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System;  Technique  of 

his  Method,  and  Statistics.  By  Renaud  Suzor,  M.B.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  tfs. 
Idler  (THE)  :  a  Monthly  Magazine.  Edited  by  Jerome  K.  Jerome 
*■     and  Robert  E.  Barr.    Profusely  Illustrated.    Sixpence  Monthly.— Vols.  I.,  II.,  and 

III.  now  ready,  cloth  extra,  38.  each  ;  Cases  for  Binding,  Is,  (id. 
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INGELOW  (JEAN).— FATED  TO  BE  FREE.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  as. 
INDOOR  PAUPERS.  By  One  of  Thfm.  Crown  Svo,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 
INNKEEPER'S  HANDBOOK  (THE)  AND  LICENSED  VICTUALLERS 

MANUAL.     By  1.  Trevor-Davies.     Crown  8vo,  Iw. ;  cloth.  Im.  Qd. 

IRISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR,   SONGS  OF.     Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  Perceval  Graves.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp.  2s.  6<1. 

JAMES. -A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  QUEEN'S  HOUNDS.     bTchaules 

James.     Post  Svo,  picture  cover,  i**. ;  cloch  limp.  Is.  (i«l. 

JAMESON.— MY    DEAD    SELF"     By  WilliIm^Jame^n.    Post   Svo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s.;  cloth,  2s.  6«1. 

JANVIER.-PRACTICAL  CERAMICS  FOR  STUDENTS.  By  Catherine 

A.  Janvier.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

Jay  (HARRIETT),   NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
THE   DARK  COLLEEN. |    THE   QUF.EN   OF  CONNAUGHT. 

JEFFERIES  (RICHARD),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  2-.  «d.  each. 
NATUPvE  NEAR  LONDON.  |   THE  LIFE  OF  THE   FIELDS.  I   THE  OPEN   AIR. 

■^;^*  Also  the  Hand-made  Paper  Edition,  crown  8vo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    By  Walter  Besant.     Second  Edi- 
tion      With  a  Photograph  Portrait.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  iia. 

JENNINGS  (H.   J.),  WORKS  BY. 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6<1. 

LORD  TENNYSON  :  A  Biographical  Sketch.      With  a  Photograph.    Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  ««. 

J'EROME.— STAGELAND.  By  Jerome  K.  Jerome.  With  64  lllustra- 
tions  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.     Square  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  2'*. 

JERROLD.— THE  BARBER'S  CHAIR ;  &  THE  HEDGEHOG  LETTERS. 

By  Dolglas  Jerrold.    Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  halt-bound.  2s. 

JERROLD  (TOM),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo,  is.  each;  cloth  Ump,Js.6«l.  each. 
THE   GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE   RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE:   A  Gossip  about  Flowers.    Illustrated. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN;  the  Plants,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.  Cr.  Svo,cl.,ls.O<!. 

JESSE.-SCENES  AND  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE.    By 

Edward  Jesse.     Post  Svo,  clotti  limp,  2». 

JONES  (WILLIAM,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  e^tra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
FINGER-RING  LORE:    Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.       With  nearly  3C0 

Illustrations.      Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 

Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals, 

Birds,  Ee?s,  Luck,  &c.     With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS;   A  History  of  Regalia.     With  100  Illustrations. 

JONSON'S  (BEN)  V/ORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory, 
and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cunning- 
HAM.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

JOSEPHUS,  THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  OF.    Translated  by  Whiston. 

Containing  "The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews"  and  "The  Wars  or  the  Jews."     With  52 
Illustrations  and  Maps.     Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  half-bound.  12-*.  Oil. 

ITEMPT.— PENCIL  AND  PALETTE  :  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.    By 

Robert  Kempt.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  2».  6»l. 


KERSHAW.  -  COLONIAL    FACTS     AND     FICTIONS:     Humorous 

Sketches.     By  Mark  Kershaw.    Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2s. ;  cloth.  2s.  <>cl. 
KEYSER.  —  CUT   BY   THE    MESS:    A  Novel.      By  Arthur   Keysek. 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cioch  limp,  Is.  6d. 
KINGTRT^^HETTNOVELS^BY.     Cr.  Svo.  c?.,  .-Js.  6.1.  ea. ;  post  bvo,  bds..  2s.  ea. 

A  DRAWN  GAME.  |    "THE  WEARING  OF  THE  GR£EN." 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

PASSION'S  SLAVE.  |         BELL  BARRY. 
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KNIGHT.  — THE   PATIENT'S   VADE    MECUM  :    How  to  Get  Most 

Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.     By    William    Knight,    I\I.R.C.S.,    and    Edward 

Knight,  L.R.C.P.    Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp.  In.  <»<!. 

KNIGHT^TTHE)0F  the  lion  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the  Marquess  oI  Lorne.  K.T.   Cr.  8vo.  rl.  ex.  <i>*. 

T^TB'S~(CMRLES)~C0MPLETE    works,    in    Prose    and   Verse, 

^  including  "  Poetry  for  Children  "  and  "  Prince  Dcrus."    Edited,  with  Notes  and 

Introduction,  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.     With  Two  Poi  traits  and  Facsimile  of  a  page 

of  the  "Essay  on  Roast  Pig.''     Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  7s.  Gd. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  3s, 

LliTLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  his 

Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 
THE   DRAMATIC  ESSAYS   OF  CHARLES  LAMB.    With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  Brander  Matthews,  and  Steel-plate  Portrait.     Fcap.  Svo,  hf.-bd.,  3.«t.  iid._ 

LANDUR.-CiTATlON  AND  EXAMINATION  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKS- 

PEARE,  &c.,  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer-stealing,  19th  September,  i5«2. 
To  which  is  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER  EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the 
Earl  of  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595.  By  Walter  Savage  Landor. 
Fcap.  Svo,  half-Roxburghe,  3s.  6d. 

LANE.— THE   THOUSAND  AND  ONE  NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in 

England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS.  Translated  from  the 
Arabic,  with  Notes,  by  Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Engravings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a 
Preface  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.   Three  Vols.,  demy  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6fl.  each. 

LAKWOOD  (JACOB),   WORKS  BY. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.    With  Illusts.   Cr.  Svo.  cl.  extra.  3s.  6d. 
ANECDOTES  OF  THE  CLERGY:  The  Antiquities,  Humours,  and  Eccentricities  of 
the  Cloth.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  hall-bound,  3s. 
Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  titl.  each. 
FORENSIC  ANECDOTES. | THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES. 

LEIG^HTHENRY  S.),   WORKS  BY. 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  Sa, 
JSUX  D'ESPRIT.     Edited  bv  Henry  S.  Leigh,    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

LEYS  (JOHN).— THE  LINDSAYS  :  A  Romance.  Post  Svo,  illust.bds..2s^ 
LIFE   IN   LONDON  ;   or,  The  History  of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Cor- 
inthian Tom.     With  Cruikshank's  Coloured  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo, cloth  extra, 
7".  <mI.  [Netv  Edition  preparing;. 

LI NTON    (E.    LYNN),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo.  cloth  limp.  3*.  6d.  each. 

WITCH  STORIES.  |         OURSELVES:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 

SOWING  THE  WIND.  I    UNDER  WHICH  LORD? 

PATRICIA  KEMBALL.  I    *'MY   LOVE!"  |         lONE. 

ATONEMENT  OF  LEAM  DUNDAS.      I    PASTON  CAREW,  Millionaire  &  Miser. 

THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST. | 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 

THE  REBEL  OF  THE  FAMILY.         I         WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 

THE  ONE  TOO  MANY.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  IShortly. 

FREESHOOTING  :  Extracts  from  ttie  Works  of  Mrs.  Lynn  Linton.  Post  Svo,  cloth, 
3s.  Cd. 

LONGFELLOW'S   POETICAL  WORKS.     With  numerous  Illustrations 
on  Steel  and  Wood.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7".  6d. 

LUCY.— GIDEON  FLEYCE  :  A  Novel.     By  Henry  W.  Lucy.     Crown 
Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  <»<!.;   post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  3«. 

MACALPINE  (AVERY),  NOVELS  BY. 

*      TERESA  ITASCA.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Is. 

BROKEN  WINGS.    With  6  Illiists.  by  W,  J.  Hennessy.  Cro wn  Svo,  cloth  extra,  fis. 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY. 

MR.  STRANGER'S  SEALED  PACKET.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
EDNOR  WHITLOCK.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  «s. 


MACDONELL.— QUAKER  COUSINS  :  a  Novel.    By  Agnes  Macdonell. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
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McCarthy  (justin,  m.p.),  works  by.  ~~~ 

A  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the 
General  Election  of  i88o.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  13«.  each.— Also 
a  Popular  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s,  each.— And  a 
Jubilee  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  ot  1886,  in  Two  Vols., 
lar^e  crown  8vo,  doth  extra,  7*.  <>d.  each. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol.,  crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 
—Also  a  Cheap  Popular  Edition,  post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3«.  6d. 

A  HISTORY    OF    THE    FOUR   GEORGES.     Four  Vo's.  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 

13s.  each.  [Vols.  I.  &  II.  r^ady. 

Cr.  Svo.  cl.  extra.  3<.  6cl.  each;   post  8vo,  iilust.  bds.,  3«.  pach  ;  cl.  limp,  3s. 6d. each. 


THE  WATERDALE   NEIGHBOURS. 
MY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER. 
A   FAIR  SAXON. 
LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 
DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN. 


MISS  MISANTHROPE. 
DONNA  QUIXOTE. 
THE  COMET  OF  A  SEASON. 
MAID    OF   ATHENS. 
CAMIOLA:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 


THE  DICTATOR.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6d. 

BED  DIAMONDS.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

"THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."    By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,and  Mrs.CAMPBELL- 
Praed.    Fourth  Edition.     Cro%vn  Svo.  cloth  extra.  <?■*. 

McCarthy  (justin  h.),  works  by. 

THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.    Four  Vols.,  Svo,  13«.  each.     [Vols.  I.  &  II.  readv. 
AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.    Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  tid. 
IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  ;  Irish  History.  lygS-iSSe.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6» 
HAFIZ  IN   LONDON:  Poems.      Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  3*.  «d. 
HARLEQUINADE:  Poems.     Small  4to,  Japanese  veilum,  Ss. 
OUH  SENSAfflON  NOVEL.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 
DOOM!  An  .\tlantic  Episode.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. 
DOLLY:  A  Sketch.  Crov.-n  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 
LILY  LASS:  A  Romarce,    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is.:  cloth  linp,  1«.  fid. 
THE   THOUSAND  AND    ONE    DAYS:    Persian  Tales.     With  2  Photogravures  by 
Stanley  L.  Wood.     Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  half-bound,  l'2«i. 

MACDONALD  (GEORGE,  LL.D.).  WORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols.,  cl.  extra,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth 

case.  31s.     Or  the  Vols,  mav  be  had  separately,  in  grolier  ci.,  at  3s.  6d.  each. 

Vol.    I.  Within  and  Without. — The  Hidden  Life. 

,,      II.  The  Disciple.— The  Gospel  Women.— Book  of  Sonnets.— Organ  Songs. 

„    III.  Violin  Songs. — Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights. — A  Book  of  Dreams. — 

Roadside  Poems. — Poems  for  Children. 
„     IV.  Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch  Songs. 

„V.  &VI.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie  Romance.  |      Vol.  VII.  The  Portent. 

„VIIl.  The  Light  Princess.— The  Glint's  Heart.— Shadows. 
„     IX.  Cross  Purposes. — The  Golden  Key. — The  Carasoyn. — Little  Daylight 
„       X.  The  Cruel  Painter.— The  Wow  o    Riwen.- The  Castle.- The  Broken 

Swords. — The  Gray  Wolf. — Uncle  Cornelius. 
POETICAL  WORKS  OF  GE6RGE~MACD0NALD.    Collected  and  arranged  by  the 

Author.     2  vols.,  crown  &vo,  buckram,  13s. 
A  THREEFOLD  CORD.      Edited  by  George  MacDon.ald.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  5s, 
H E ATHER  AND  SNOW:  A  Novel.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. 

MACGREGOR.  -  PASTIMES    AND     PLAYERS  :    Notes  on   Popular 
Ga  lie?.     By   Robert  Macgrf.gor.     Pr.<;f  Svo.  c'oth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

MACKAY7=JNfE^amE^SANDlJNDERT0NES  ;  or.  Music  atTwiiignr. 

Bv  Charles  Mack^y.  LL.D.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  6'*. 

MACUSETORTRAIT  gallery  (THE)  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  LiTER- 

ARY  CHARACTERS:  85  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal — iLustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of 
the  Present  Century,  by  William  Bates,  E.A.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  e\tra,  7s.  6d. 

MACQUOID    (MR'S7),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo,  doth  extra,  ys.  6d.  each.  ~ 
IN  THE   ARDENNES.    With  fo  IJ'ustrations  bv  Thomas  R.   Macquoid. 
PICTURES     AND     LEGENDS    FROM     NORMANDY    AND     BRITTANY.      With 

■^4  Illustrations  bv  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
THROUGH  NORMANDY.    With  92  Illustrations  byT,  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
THROUGH   BRITTANY.    With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.     With  67  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoip. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3».  each, 
THE  EVIL  EYE,  and  other  Stories.    I         LOST  ROSE. 
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MAGIC  LANTERN,  THE,  and  its  Management :  including  full  Practical 
Directions.     By  T.  C.  Hepwop.th.     to  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  irom  actual  Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    With  200  Illustrationr,.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  48.  6tl. 

MAGNA  CHARTA  :  An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  Sa» 

MALLOCK  (WTHOrWORKSnBY. 

THE  NEW  REPUBLIC.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  2ti.;  cloth  limp,  2si.  «<1. 

TfiE  NEW  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA :  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  Ss.  6d. 

POEMS.    Small  4to,  parchment,  Ss. 

IS   LIFE   WORTH  LIVING?     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6». 

MALLORY'S    (SIR    THOMAS)   MORT    D' ARTHUR :  The  Stories  of 

King  Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)     Edited  by  B. 

MONTGOMERIE  RANKING.       PoSt  8vO,  cloth  limp,  2s.         

MARK    TWAIN,    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Oa.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 

by  the  Author.    With  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
ROUGHING  IT,  and  INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200  Illusts.  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY  OF  HUMOUR.    With  197  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7s.  Od.  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  38.  each. 
THE  INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or,  New  Pilgrim's  Progress.    With  2^4  Illustrations. 

(The  Two-Shilling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE  GILDED  AGE.    By  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.    With  212  Illustrations. 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TOM  SAWYER.    With  iii  Illustrations. 
A  TRAMP  ABROAD.     With  ^14  Illustrations. 
THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER.    With  190  Illustrations. 
LIFE   ON   THE   MISSISSIPPI.    With  spo  Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.    With  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kemble. 
A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.    With  220  Illusts.  by  Beard. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  SKETCHES.     Post  Bvo,  iilustrated  boards,  3s- 
THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT,  &c.    Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  «s. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  38. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  .'is.  C»«I.  each. 
THE  AMERICAN  CLAIMANT.      With  81  UUisirations  by  Hal  Hurst,  &c. 
THE  £1,000,000  BANK-NOTE,  and  other  New  Stories. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.  Including  his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <»s. 

MARRYAT    (FLORENCE),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo.illust.  boards.  Ss.each. 
A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS.              I         FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 
OPEN!   SESAME  ! |  WRITTEN  IN  FIRE. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.  From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edite<i 
by  Col.  Cunningham.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  lis. 

IMSTEfflANT^mLF-A^DOZM^A^  bTJ; 

Masterman.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3«. 

MATTHKWS.^=A  SECM^TDF  THE  S^^^^ 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3*. ;  cloth  limp,  tin,  <»d. 

IKYHE  W7=^L0rDl)N~CH  ARACTERS  liN 

OF  LONDON  LIFE.  _By  Henry  Mavkew.     With  Illusts.   Crown  8vo. cloth,  3s.  6a. 

MENKEN.— INFELICIA  :     Poems  by  Adah   Isaacs   Menken.      With 

Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Lummis  and  F.  O.  C.  Parley.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Wil. 

MERRICK.-THE  MAN  WH0~WAS~G00D.     BjTLeonard  Merrick. 

Author  of  "Violet  Moses,"  &c.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

MEXICAN'MUSTANG'(ON  A)7^h^ugirtexas  to  the  Rio  Grande.    By 

A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Akmov  Knox.    With  265  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd, 

MrDT)rEMATSiyEAN)7"N0VELS~B Y.      Post  8vo.  illust.  boards,  3s.  each. 
TOUCH  AND   GO. I    MR.  DORILLION. 

MIILEIR.— PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG;  or,  The  House  of  Life. 

By  Mrs.  F.  Fenwick  Mili^er.    With  Illustrations,    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  <>dt 
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MILTON  (J.    L.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo,  is.  each;  cloth,  is.  e«l.  each. 
THE   HYGIENE  OF   THE   SKIN.    With  Directions  lor  Diet,  Soaps.  Baths,  &c. 
THE   BATH  IN  DISEASES  OF   THE   SKIN. 

THE  LAWS  OF  LIFE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OF  THE  SKIN. 
THE   SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT  OF   LEPROSY.    Demy  8vo,  Is. 

MINTO  (WM.)-WAS  SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD  ?  Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

MITFORb  (BERTRAM),  NOVELS  BY.  down  Svo, cloth  extra,  a*,  lid.  each. 
THE  GUN-RUNNER:  A  Romance  of  Zululand.  With  Frontispiece  by  S.  L.Wood. 
THE  LUCK  OF  GERARD  BIDGELEY.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
STEPHEN  RENSHAW'S  QUEST.     With  a  Fronnspippp. [Shortly. 

MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  3s. 

THAT  GIRL  IN  BLACK.    Crown  Svo,  cioth.  I"*.  ?>;!. 

ffOORE  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  EPICUREAN;  and  ALCIPHRON.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  2s. 
PROSE  AND  VERSE.    With  Suppressed  Passages  from  the    Memoirs  of    Lord 
Byron.     Edited  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.    With  Portrait.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  Ts.  6d. 

MUDDOCK  (J.   E.),   STORIES  BY. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.   Post  8vo,ilIust.  boards,  2s.;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
THE   DEAD  MAN'S  SECRET;    or.  The   Vailey    of  Gold.     With   Frontispiece  by 

F.  Barn.ard.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  .js.  ;  pest  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2*. 
FROM  THE  BOSOM  OF  THE  DEEP.     Post  bvc,  illustrated  boards.  2-. 
MAID  MARIAN  AND  ROBIN  HOOD:  A  Romance  of  Old  Sherwood  Forest.    With 

12  Illustrations  by  St.\nley  L.  Wood.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5*i. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE),  N0VELS~BY; 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  (itl.  each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT,   l   HEARTS.  j   BY  THE  GATE  OF  THE  SEA. 

JOSEPH'S  COAT.  WAY  OF  THE  WORLD     A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATURE. 

COALS  OF  FIRE.  A  MODEL  FATHER,      j   FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR, 

YAL  STRANGE.  I  OLD  BLAZE R^S  HERO.!  CYNIC  FORTUNE. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3.«.  <><!.  each. 

EOB  MARTIN'S  LITTLE  GIRJL. | TIME'S  REVENGES. 

A  WASTED  CRIME.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo^ 

THE  MAKING  OP  A   NOVELIST  :    An  "Experiment  in  Autobiography.    With  a 
Collotype  Portrait  and  Vignette.     Crown  Svo,  Irish  linen,  6s. 


MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra    3s.  6<1.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURNS.  I  PAUL  JONES'S  ALIAS.  I  THE  BISHOPS'  BIBLE. 


MURRAY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY. 

A  GAME  OF  BLUFF.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6tl. 
A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE.     Post  Svo,  clothextra,  2«.  «<L 

TJEWBOLT.— TAKEN  'FROM   THE  ENEr.IY.    By  Henry  Newbolt. 

■^\  Fcap.  Evo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  6d. 

NTSBET  (HUME)rBOOKS"BY: 

"BAIL  UP!"    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3.«.(><1.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
DR.  BERNARD  ST.  VINCENT.     Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
LESSONS  IN  ART.     With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 
WHERE  ART  BEGINS.   With  27  Ulusts.   Sqiiare  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ys.Od. 

NORRIS  J[  W.  E.yST.^ ANN'S  :  A  Novel.     Two  Vols. [Shortly. 

O'HANLON    (ALICE),   NOVELS   BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
^  THE  UNFORESEEN.  I    CHANCE?    OR  FATE? 


OHNET    (GEORGES),    NOVELS    BY.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2».  each. 
DOCTOR  RAMEAU.         |       ^  LAST  LOVE. 
A  WEIRD  GIFT.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3w.  6d. ,  pest  Svo,  picture  boards.  2s. 

OLIPHANT  "(MRS.),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE   PRIMROSE   PATH.  |  WHITELADIES. 

THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLAND. 


O'REILLY  (HARRINGTON).-LIFE  AMONG  THE  AMERICAN  IN- 

DIANS:  Fifiy  Years^on  the  Trail,    iro  Illu^ts.by  P.  FRENZEsy._Crown  Svo.  38.  ttd. 

O'REILLY  (MRS.).-PH(EBE'S  FORTUNES,'  Post  Sv^lTi^rbdsTySls. 
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OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

STRATHMORE. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE'S 

GAGE. 
IDALIA. 

UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 
PUCK. 


Cr.  8vo,  cl,,  3s.  Wd.  each  ; 

FOLLE-FARIKE. 

A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 

PASCAREL. 

TWO  LITTLE  WOODEN 

SHOES. 
SIGNA. 

IN  A  WINTER  CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


post  8vo.  illust.bds.,  39.  each 
MOTHS. 
PIPISTRELLO. 
A  VILLAGE  COMMUNE. 
IN  MAREMMA. 
BIMBI.  I      SYRLIN. 

WANDA. 

FRESCOES.  I  OTHMAR. 
PRINCESS  NAPRAXINE. 
GUILDEROY.  |  RUFFINO. 


Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  each. 
BIMBI.    With  Nire  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 

A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS,  &c.    With  Six  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 
SANTA  BARBARA.  &c.     Square  8vo,  cloth,  tts. ;  cfown  8vo,  cloth,  39.  6d. 
TWO  OFFENDERS.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ii<*,  [Sho'tly. 

Y/ISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  cf  Ouida  by  F.  Syjney 
M0R8IS.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5^1.     Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards.  !fe. 

(HTaDT^WORKS  BY.  ~~ 

THOREAU  :  His  Life  and  Aims.    With  Portrait.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  39.  6d. 
ANIMAL  ANECDOTES.    Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extr;,  59. 
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PARLIAMENTARY  ELECTIONS  AND  ELECTIONEERING,  A  HIS- 

TORY  OF,  from  the  Stuarts  to  Queen  Victoria.     By  Joseph  Gregg.    A  New  Edtion, 
with  93  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7».  iid. 

PASCAL'S   PROVTNCIAL~LEtTERS.     A  New  Translation,  with  His- 
torical Introduction  and   Notes  by  T.  M'Crie,  P.P.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp.  3s. 
PAUL.— GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.  By  Margaret  A.  Paul.  WithFnntis- 

piece  by  Helen  Paterson,     Crown  Svo.  cloth.  ^S*.  <>«!. ;  rnct  8vn,  illust.  boaris.  ti*. 

PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVELS'BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  :is.  Od.  each;  post_8vq,_inus_trafed  boards._2".  eack. 
LOST  SIR  MASSINGBERD. 
WALTER'S  WORD. 
LESS    BLACK    THAN    WE'RE 

PAINTED. 
BY  PROXY.  I  FOR  CASH  ONLY. 
HIGH   SPIRITS. 
UNDER  ONE  ROOF. 
&  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 


A  GRAPE  FROM  A  THORN. 

FROM   EXILE. 

THE  CANON'S  WARD. 

THE  TALK  OF  THE  TOWN. 

HOLIDAY  TASKS. 

GLOW-WORM  TALES. 

THE   MYSTERY  OF  MIRBRIDGB, 

THE  WORD  AND  THE  WILU 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


HUMOROUS  STORIES. 

THE  FOSTER  BROTHERS. 

THE  FAMILY  SCAPEGRACE. 

MARRIED  BENEATH  HIM. 

BENTINCK'S  TUTOR. 

A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 

A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 

LIKE   FATHER,  LIKE   SON. 

A  WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 

CARLYON'S  YEAR.  CECIL'S  TRYST. 

MURPHY'S  MASTER. 

AT  HER  MERCY. 

THE  CLYFFARDS  OF  CLYFFE. 


FOUND  DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S  HARVEST. 

A  MARINE   RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY.!  SOME  PRIVATE  VIEWS. 

NOT  WOOED,  BUT  WON. 

TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 

THE   BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 

HALVES.      I      THE   BURNT  MILLION. 

FALLEN  FORTUNES. 

WHAT  HE  COST  HER. 

KIT:  A  MEMORY. 

A  PRINCE  OF  THE  BLOOD, 

SUNNY  STORIES. 


Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  39»  6d.  each. 
A  TRYING  PATIENT,  &c.    "With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
IN  PERIL  AND  PRIVATION:    Stories  of  MaI^ine  Adventure.    With  17  Illusts. 
NOTES  FROM   THE   "  NEWS."    Crown  Svo,  portrait  cover,  Is. ;  cloth.  1».  ««l. 


PENNELL  (H.  CHOlMONDELEY),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo.ci..39.«d. each. 

PUCK  ON   PEGASUS.    With  Illustrations.  .     ^    ^     ,, 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.    With  Ten  tuil-page  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

THE   MUSES  OF   MAYFAIR.    Vers  de  Societe,  Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WiDRKS  BY.  PostSvo  is.  each;  doth  l^.O.I.each. 
BEYOND  THE  GATES.  |  OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE.  |  BURGLARS  IN  PARADISE. 
JACK  THE  FISHERMAN.   Illustrated  by  C.  W.  Reed.    Cr.  Svo.  is.  ;  cloth,  l.>.  tfd. 

PiRKIS  (C.  L.).  N(5VELS~B^Y. 

TROOPING  WITH  CROWS.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. 
LADY  LOVELACE.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss. 
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PLANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORKS  BY.  '      " 

THE  PURSUIVANT  OF  ARMS.  With  Sis  Plates,  and  209  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  7».  «»!. 
SONGS  AND  POEMS,  inig-i^jg.    Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Cr.  8vo,  cl-.O.*. 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  MEN.     With  Notes  andLi'e 

of  Plutarch  by  J.  and  VVm.   Langhor.ne.  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  lOs.  6d. 

POE'S  (EDGAR  ALLAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    Intro- 
duction  by  Chas.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles.    Cr.  ovo,  cloth,  7s.  Ctl. 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  MARIE   ROGET,   &c.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  >2^. 

POPE'S   POETICAL   WORKS.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp.  2s. 

PRAED  (MRS.  CAMPBELL),  NOVELS  BY.    Post  8vo.  i  lust.  bds..  t^.  e^. 

THE  ROMANCE  OF  A  STATION.      |  THE  SOUL  OF  COUNTESS  ADRIAN. 
OUTLAW  AND  LAWMAKER.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 


PRICE  (E.  C),   NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  S".  0*1.  each ;  post  8vo,  illu=;trated  boards.  3».  each. 
YALENTIHA.  |  THE  FOREIGNERS.         |  MRS.  LANCASTER'S  RIVAL. 

GSRALD.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  gs. 

PRINCESS   OLGA.— RABNA  ;  or,  The  Great  Conspiracy  of  i8Sir~By 
the  Princess  Olga.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  G^. 

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

FLOWERS  OF  THE  SKY.  With  55  Illusts.  Small  crown 8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d. 
EASY  STAR  LESSONS.  With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Night  in  the  Year.  Cr.  &vo,  «s. 
FAMILIAR  SCIENCE  STUDIES.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
SATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.  With  13  Steel  Plates.  Demy  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  10s.  «jl. 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.  With  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  «.^, 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo.  cloth  ex.,  6s. 
WAGES  AND   WANTS  OF   SCIENCE   WORKERS.    Crown  Svo,  Is.  6cl. 

'PRYCE.-MISS   MAXWELL'S   AFFECTIONS.     By  Rich.^rd  Pryce. 

Frontispiece  by  Hal  Ljjdlow.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  ;   post  Svo.  illust.  boards.,  a.'*. 

PAMBOSSON. -POPULAR  ASTRONOMY.    By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate 
of  the  Institute  of  France.    V.  ith  numerous  Illusts.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6<l. 

RANDOLPH.-AUNT  ABIGAIL   DYKES':   A  Novel.     By  Lt. -Colonel 
George  Randolph.  U.S.A.    Crown  Svo,  doth  extra,  7.«.  6d. 

READE  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  tifs.  6<l.  each;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  ii<i.  each. 
PEG  WOFFINGTON.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes.  R..\.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  Ss.  6<l.— And  a  Cheap 

Popular  Edition  of  Peg  Woffington   and   Christie  Johnstone,  the  two 

Stories  in  One  Volume,  medium  Svo.  6d. ;  cloth,  Is. 
CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.  Illustrated  by  William  Small.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Tvpe,  in  Elzevir  stvle.  fcap.  Svo,  half-leather,  2s.  6<l. 
IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  by  G.  J.  Pinwell.— Also  a  Cheap 

Popular  Edition,  n-edium  '^vo,  portrait  cover.  6H.  ;  cloth,  1««. 
COURSE  OF  TRUE  LOVE  NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.    Illust   Helen  Paterson. 
THE   AUTOBIOGRAPHY   OF   A   THIEF,  &c.     Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE,  LOVE  ME  LONG.    Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
THE   DOUBLE   MARRIAGE.    lUnsts.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert.  R.A.,  and  C.  Keene. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.    Illustrated  by  Charles  Keene. 
HARD  CASH.     Illustrated  by  F.  W,  Lawson. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes.  R.A.,  and  William  Small. 
FOUL  PLAY.     Illustrated  bv  Geo-ge  Du  Maurier. 
PUT   YOURSELF  IN   HIS  PLACE.    Illustrated  by  Robert  Barnes. 
A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Coo?er. 
A  SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 

THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    Illust.  by  H.  Paterson.  S.  L.  Fildes,  C.  Green,  &c. 
A  WOMAN-HATER.     Illustrated  bv  Thomas  Couldery. 
SINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.    Illustrated  by  P.  Macnab, 
GOOD  STORIES  6F  MEN  AND  OTHER  ANIMALS.    Illust.  by  E.A.  Abbey,  &o. 
THE  JILT,  and  other  Stories.     Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash. 
A  PERILOUS  SECRET.     Illustrated  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
READIANA.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Charles  Reade. 
BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  Studies  of  DavId7Taul,~&c.     Fcap.  Svo,  leatherette.  Is. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.     With  an  Introduction  by  Walter  Besant 

Elzevir  Edition.   4  vols.,  post  Svo.  each  with  Front.,  ci.  ex.,  gilt  top,  14*.  the  set. 
SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  W5RKS  OF  CHARLES  READE.  Cr.  Svo,  buckram  Os. 
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RIDDELL  (MRS.  J.  H.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vQ,  cloth  extra,  S^.  iid.  each:  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2«.each. 
THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES'S  GARDEN  PARTY.       |  WEIRD  STORIES. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  '-is.  each. 
THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE.              i         HER  MOTHER'S  DARLING. 
MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS.              THE  NUN'S  CURSE. 
F AI R Y  WATER. |         IDLE  TALES. 

mMMER    (ALFRED),    WORKS    BY.      Square  8vo.  cloth  gilt,  78.  «d.  each. 
OUR  OLD  COUNTRY   TOWNS.     With  -^s  Illustrations. 
RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  50  Illustrations. 
ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    With  ?8  Illusts.  byC.  A.  Vanderhoof,  &c. 

RIVES  (Am6lie).— BARBARA  BERING.     By  Amelie  Kives,  Author 

of  "  The  Quick  or  the  Dead  ?  "     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Jis.  6d. 
ROBINSON   CRUSOE.     By  Daniel  Defoe.     (Major's  Edition.)    With 

37  Illustrations  by  George  Cruikshank.     Post  Svo,  half-bound,  gs. 

ROBINSON  (F.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

WOMEN  ARE   STRANGE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Us. 

THE  HANDS  OF  JUSTICE.    Cr.  Svo.  cloth  ex.,  3s.  61I. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,2s. 

ROBINSON    (PHIL),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
THE  POETS'  BIRDS.                              |  THE  POETS'  BEASTS. 
THE  POETS  AND  NATURE;  REPTILES,  FISHES,  AND  INSECTS. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.    With 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  '-js. 
ROLL   OF    BATTLE  ABBEY,  THE  :   A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors 
who  came  frorn  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country, 
A.D.  1066-7.   With  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.     Handsome'ly  printed,  5s. 

ROWLEY    (HON.    HUGHJTWORKS    BY.      Post  Svo,  doth,  3s.  «d,  each. 

PUNIANA:   RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 
MORE  PUNIANA.    Profusely  Illustrated. ^ 

RUNCIMAN  (JAMES),  STORIES  BY.    Post  svo,  bds.,  2*.  ea. ;  ci.,  3s.  oa.^a. 

SKIPPERS  AND  SHELLBACKS.          I    GRACE  BALMAIGN'S  SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS  AND  SCHOLARS. I 

RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY : 

Cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra,  O*.  each;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  3s.  each  ;  cloth  limn,  2s.  6d.  ea. 

ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE.  I    A  BOOK   FOR  THE   HAMMOCK. 

IN   THE  MIDDLE  WATCH.  MYSTERY  OF  THE  "OCEAN  STAR." 

A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPE^ I    THE  ROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOWE. 

Cr,  Svo,  cl.  extra,  '.in.  ft<!.  ea. ;  post  bvo,  illust.  boards,  3si.  ea.  ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  Cd.  ea. 

AN  OCEAN  TRAGEDY.  |    MY  SHIPMATE  LOUISE. 

ALONE  ON  A  WIDE  WIDE  SEA. 

ON  TH&  FO'K'SLE   HEAD.     Post  Svo.  illust.  boards,  3s. ;  cloth  limp.  3s.  6d. 

CAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

'^  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  iitl.  each  ;    post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  38.  each. 

A  FELLOW  OF  TRINITY.    Note  by  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  Frontispiece. 

THE  JUNIOR  DEAN.  

Fcao.  Svo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  6d.  each. 
THE  OLD  MAID'S  SWEETHEART.      |         MODEST  LITTLE  SARA. 
THE  MASTER  OP  ST.  BENEDICT'S.     Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  :{s.  <>d. 
TO  HIS  OWN  MASTER.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 


SALA  (G.  A.).-GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.     Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
SANSON.-SEVEN  GENERATIONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS :  Memoirs 

of  the  Sanson  Family  ii688  to  1847).     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  li*.  iitl. 

SAUNDERS  (JOHN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  iitl.  each  ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  3«.  each. 
GUY  WATERMAN.     |    THE  LION  IN  THE  PATH.  |      THE  TWO  DREAMERS. 
BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  ;is.  0«l. 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  :5.x.  <id.  each;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3^.  each* 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  I    HEART  SALVAGE. 

THE  HIGH  MILLS. |    SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN  MERRYWEATHER.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 
GIDEON'S  ROCK.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  «d. 
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SCOTLAND    YARD,  Past  and  Present  :    Experiences  of  37  Years.     By 
Ex-Chicf-Inspect&r  Cavanagh.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  gs. ;  cloth,  'in.  Gd. 

SECRET  OUT,  THE  :  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  CardI;  with  Enter^ 
taining  Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  "White  Magic."  By  W.  H.  Cremer. 
With  300  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  4s»  <>d. 

SEMlNTLTGOrWORKS  BYT" 

THE  COUNTRY  OF  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (OBERAMMERGAU)  and  the  Highlands 

of  Bavaria.     With  Map  and  ^y  Illustrations.     Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  Ss,  6«l. 
WALKS  IN  ALGIERS.    With  2  Maps  and  16  Illusts.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  6*. 

SENIOR  (WM.).-BY  STREAM  AND  SEA.      Post  8vo,  cloth.  2s76dy 
SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN:  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKE- 

SPEARE.    With  Illusts.,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  Moyr  Smith.     Cr.  4.to,  3s.  iid. 

SHARP.-CHILDREN  OF  TO-MORROW:    A  Novel.     BjTwilliam 

Sharp.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  lis. 

SHELLEY. -THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  IN  VERSE  AND  PROSE  OF 

PERCY    BYSSHE    SHELLEY.      Edited,   Prefaced,  and    Annotated  by  R.    Herne 
Shepherd.     Five  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  3s.  iid.  each. 
POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols. : 
Vol.     I.  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson;  Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence with  Stockdale;  The  Wandennq  Jew;  Oiieen  Mab,  with  the  Notes;    Alastor, 
and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  :  PrometheusUnbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 
Vol.    II.  Laon  and  Cythna  ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddalo  ;   Swellfoot  the  Tyrant;  The  Witch  of 

Atlas;  Epipsychidion:  Hellas. 
\%1.  III.  Posthumous  Poems;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy;  and  other  Pieces. 
PROSE   WORKS,  in  Two  Vols. : 
Vol.      I.  The  Two  Komances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irvyne ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refuta- 
tion of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  .Minor  Writings  and.Fragrments. 
VoL    II.  The  Essays ;    Letters  from  Ahroaa  ;  Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY. 
U'lih  a  Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Inflex  of  the  Prose  Works. 

SHERARDlRTH.ir^ROGUES  ;    A    Nm^el.      Crown  Svo,  is. ;  cloth,^s^_6d^ 

SHERIDAN  (GENERAL).  —  PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF   GENERAL 

p.  H.  SHERIDAN.  With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles.  Two  Vols., demy  Svo,  cloth.  !i4.s. 

SHERIDAN'S  (RICHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETE  WOYkS.    With 

Life  and  Anecdotes.      Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 

Poetry.  Translations,  Speeches  and  Jokes.  lo  Illusts.  Cr.Svo.  hf.-bound,  7s.  6<1. 
THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL,  and  other  Plays.    Post  Svo,  printed 

on  laid  paper  and  half-bounH.  Ss. 
SHERIDAN'S   COMEDIES:   THE  RIVALS    and  THE   SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by 
Brander  Matthews.    With  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo.  half-parchment,  12s.  6d. 

SffiNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIPlTcOMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  includ- 

ing  all  those  in  "Arcadia."     With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &;c.  by  the 
Rev.  A. B.  Grosart,  D.D.      Three  Vols.,  crown  Bvo.  cloth  boards,  ISs. 

SIGNBOARDS:  Their  History,  With  Anecddtes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hotten. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  94  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

SIMS  (GEORGE  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each :  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  eacn. 
R0GUE5  AND  VAGABONDS.  I    MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 

THE  RING  0'  BELLS.  TALES  OF  TO-DAY. 

MARY  JANE'S  MEMOIRS.  I    DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.  With  6o  Illustrations. 

TINKLETOP'S  CRIME.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Maurice  Grbiffenhagen. 

ZEPH:  A  Circus  Story,  &c. 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.  each  ;  cloth.  Is.  6d.  each. 
HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE ;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 
THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:   being  Readings  and  Recitations  in 

Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his  own  Works  bv  George  R.  Sims. 
THE  CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS.  |  DAGONET  DITTIES. 

SISTER   DORA  :   A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With  Four 

Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  picture  cover.  4d.;  cloth.  Od. 

SKETCHLEY.— A  MATCH  IN  THE  DARK.     By  Arthur  Sketchley. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2(i. 
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SLANG    DICTIONARY    (THE):   Etymological,   Historical,  and  Anec- 

dotal.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. 

SMITH  (J.  MOYR),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  ARGOLIS.    With  130  Illusts.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. 
TALES   OF  OLD   THULE.    With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  s^ilt,  Gs. 
THE   WOOING  OF  THE  WATER  WITCH.    Illustrated.    Post  8vo.  cloth,  «s. 

SOCIETY    IN    LONDON.       By  A  Foreign    Resident.       Crown  8vo, 
Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

SOCIETY   IN    PARIS  :    The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.     A  Series  of  Letters 
from  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Youn^  French  Diplomat.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  Gs. 

SOMERSET.  —  SONGS    OFXDTEU"       By    Lord    Henry    S-qmerset. 
Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  Gs. 

SPALDINGT=^LIZAMfHAN  DEMONOLOGY  :  An  Essay  on  the  Belief 
in  the  Existence  of  Devils.     By^T-_A.  Spalding.  LL.B.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

SPEIGHT  (T.  WOTNOVELS" BY. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 
THE  MYSTERIES  OF  HERON  DYKE.  I      HOODWINKED;     and    THE    SANDY- 
BY  DEVIOUS  V/AYS,  &c.  CROFT   MYSTERY.    [TRAGEDY. 

THE  GOLDEN   HOOP. |      BACK  TO  LIFE.  1  THE  LOUDWATER 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  Is.  6<1.  each. 

A  BARREN  TITLE.  |         WIFE  OR  NO  WIFE? 

THE   SANDYCROFT  MYSTERY.     Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 


SPENSER  FOR  CHILDREN.      By  M.  H.  Towey.     With  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  .3s.  G«l. 

STARRY^HEAVENS~(tHE)T"AnPoETrc7L"BiRTHDAY  Book.     Royal 

i6mo,  cloth  extra,  tJs.  6*1. 

STAUNT0NT=THE~LAWS  AND  PRACTrCE^OFnCHESS.     wTth"^ 

Analysis  of  the  Openings.   Ey  Howard  Staunton.    Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. ^^ 

STMMANTET~CTrWORKS  BY. 

VICTORIAN  POETS.    Thirteenth  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  9s. 
THE   POETS  OF  AMEfRICA.    CrowQ  Svo,  cloth  extra,  9s. 


STERNDALE.  —  THE"  AFGra:N    RNIFE  :    A   Novel.       By  Robert 

Armitagk  Sterndale.    Cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra.  :{s.  G«l.:  post  Svo,  illust.  boards.  2s. 

STEVENSON  (R.  LOUIS),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo,  cl.  limp,  2s.  Gd.  each. 
TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY.  Seventh  Edi^  With  a  Frontis.by  Walter  Crane. 
AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.    Fourth  Edition.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  Gs.  each. 
FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS.    Sivth  Edition. 
THE  MERRY  MEN.    Third  Edition.       |    UNDERWOODS:  Poems.    Fifth  Edition. 
MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS.    Third  Ediiion. 

YIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers.    Seventh  Edition.     |    BALLADS. 
ACROSS  THE  PLAINS,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 

NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.    Eleventli  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  Gs.; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
THE   SUICIDE   CLUB;   and  THE   RAJAH'S    DIAMOND.    (From  New  Arabian 

Nights.)    With  Six  Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.    Crown  Svo,  cJoth 

extra,  5s. 
PRINCE  OTTO.    Sixth  Edition.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss. 
FATHER  DAMIEN:    An  Open  Letter  to  the  Rev.  Dr.   Hyde.      Second   Edition. 

Crown  Svo,  hand-made  arrd  brown  paper.  Is. 

STODDARir^=^SUMMER~CRUISING~TN  THE  SOUTH  SEAS.     Bj^ 

C.  Warren  Stoddard.     Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay.   Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  38.  Gd. 

STORIES  FROM  F0REIGN^N0VEOS^TS7~WiFh  Notices  by  Helen  and 

Alice  Zimmern.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 

STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT7ArF0UN^D^"TlC0PPER^CYLyND^^ 

With  19  Illustrations  by  Gilbert  Gaul.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. ;  post  Svo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s^ ^ \^Preparing;. 

STRANGE  SECRETS.  Told  by  Conan  Doyle,  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Flor- 
ENCE  Marryat,  &c.     Post  Svo,  Illustrated  boards,  28. 
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STRUTT'S  SPORTS  AND  PASTIMES  OF  THE  PEOPLE  OF 

ENGLAND;    includins;  the   Rural   and   Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Miwi- 
meries.  Shows,  &c.,  from  the   Earliest   Period  to  the   Present  Time.      Edited    by 
William  Hone.     With  140  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  clcth  extra,  Ts.  Ocl. 

SWIFT'STDEAN)  choice  WORKSTinlProse  and  Verse.   Whh^I^ni^ir; 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  "  Gulliver's  Travels."  Cr.  8vo.  ci.,  7g.  6cl. 

GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS,  and    A   TALE   OP  A    TUB.      Post  8vo,  half-bound,  'J». 

_  JONATHAN  SWIFT;  A  Study.  By  J.  Churtos  Collins.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  »^». 

SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C),  WORKS  BY. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  A.  C.        ESSAYS  AND  STXTDIES.    Crown  8vo,  12s. 

SWINBURNE.     Fcap.  ?^o.  6s.  ERECHTHEUS  :   A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  6g. 

ATALANTA  IN  CALYDON.     Crown  ^-o,  6s.  SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.     Crown  8vo  6s. 

CHASTELARD  :  A  Tra^edv.     Crown  8vo,  Is.  STUDIES  IN  SONG.     Cro-.>-n  Svo.  73. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.   FIRST  SERIES.   Crown        MARY  STUART:    .A.  Tragedy.     Crown  8\-o,  8s 

?vo  or  fcap.  Svo,  93.  ,    TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.     Crown  iivo.  98 

POEMS    AND    BALLADS.       SECOND    Series,  i    A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.    Sma!l  4to,  8s. 

CroivnSvo  or  fcap.  gvr.,  93.  ;    A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.    Crown  Svo.  78. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.   THIRD  SERIES.  Crown  :    MARINO  FALIERO  :    A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo  Bs. 

8vo.  73.  ;    A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.     Crown  Svo.  63.' 

SONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.    Crown  ?\o,  lOs.  6d.  ;    M'SCELLANIE3.     Crown -Ivo.  123. 

BOTHWELL:    .\  Traced  v.     Crown  Svo.  12s.  6<L  !    LOCRINE  ;    .\  Tra^edv.     Crown  Svo,  63. 

SONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.    Cro«n  £vo,  63.  !    A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON.    Crown  Svo,  7g, 
GEORGE    CHAPMAN.    (5tv  Vol.  II.  of  o.  CH.A.P-        THE  SISTERS  :    A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

.M.A.NS  Works.)     Crown  Svo,  6s. 


SYNTAX'S  (DR.)  THREE  TOURS  :  In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in 
Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowl.\ndson's  Coloured  Illus- 
trations, and  Lite  of  the  Author  by  J.  C.  Hottek.    Crown  &vo,  cloth  extra.  7h.  6fl. 

TAINE'S^^HISTORY   OF~ENGLISH   LITERATURE7~TVansTate"d"b7 

Henry  Van  Laun.     Four  Vols.,  small  demy  &vo,  cl.  bds.,  liOs. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols., large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  l.5s. 

TAYLOR'S~(BAYARD)  DIVERSIONS"  OF  THE  ECHO  CLUBTbi^ 

lesques  of  Modern  Writers.     Post  Svo,  cioth  limp,  'Js. 

TAYLORTdR." J.'E^TFrLySOrWORKS  B Y. '  Crown  svo. cicth.  5^7^^^' 

THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 

of  the  Vegetable  Kinv^dom.     With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  lOO  Illustrations. 

OUR  COMMON   BRITISH   FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    331  Illustrations 

THE  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST.  _\Vith  366  Illustrations. '_ 

TAYLOR'S"  (TOM)  HISTORICAL   DRAMAS.    Containing  "  Clancarty," 
"Jeanne  Dare,"  "'Twixt   Axe  and  Crown,"  "  Tne  Fool's  Revenge,"   "  Arkwright's 
Wife,"  "Anne  Boleyn.''  "  Plot  and  Passion.''    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  ttd. 
***  The  Plays  may  aiso  be  had  separately,  at  Is.  each. 

TENNYSON  (LORD)  :  A  Biogra^icaf^ketch";  Bv^h/j.  Jennings. 
With  a  Photograph-Portrait.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  lis.— Cheap  Edition,  post  Svo, 
portrait  cover.  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  ttil. 

THACKERAYANA  :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.  Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace  Thackeray.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7  s.  6d. 

THAMES. -A   NEW   PICTORIAL"lliSTORY   OF^THE^^rHAMESr 

By  A.  S.  Krausse.     With  340  Ihustrations      Post  Svo,  Is. :  cloth.  Is.  <i<l. 


THIERS.-HISTORY  OF  THE  CONSULATE  &  EMPIRE  OF  FRANCE 

UNDER  NAPOLEON.  By  A.  Thiers.  Translated  by  D.  Forbes  Campbell  and 
John  Stebbing.  New  Edition,  reset  in  a  specially-cast  type,  with  36  Steel  Plates. 
12  vols.,  demy  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  125.  each.    (Monthly  Volumes,  beginning  September,  1893.) 

THOMASTBERTHA),  novels  by.     Cr.  Svo.  cl.,  3s.  6.1.  ea.  ;  po^  Svo.  tis.  ea. 

THE  VIOLIN-PLAYER. |         PROUD  MAISIE. 

CRESSIDA.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ijs. 

THOMSON'S  SEASONST^TcASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.    With  Intro- 

duction  by  Allan  Cunni.ngham,  and  4S  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  half-bound,  tj*. 

THORNBURY  (WALTER),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE  OF  J.   M.  W.   TURNER.     With  Illastra- 
tioas  in  Colours.      Crown  svo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6<1. 

Po?t  Svo,  illusc'ated  bnirHs  :is.  each. 
OLD  STORIES  RE-TOLD.  |    TALES  FOR  THE  MARINES. 
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TIMES   (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  rs.  Cd.  each. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE    IN  LONDON:    Anecdotes  of  its 

Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries,  and  Taverns.     With  42  Illustrations. 
ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:   Stories  of  Delusions,  Impos- 
tures,  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  &c.    48  Illustratiig|is. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTH0NY)rN6VELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  'Is.  6«1.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2h.  each, 
THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.  I    MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY. 

FRAU  FROHMANN.  |    MARION  FAY.  |    THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tis,  each. 
KEPT  IN  THE  DARK.                              I    AMERICAN  SENATOR. 
GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERB. |    JOHN   CALDIGATE. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY^  ~~~~" 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <m!.  each:  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  29,  each. 
LIKE  SHIPS JJPON_THE  SEA.    |    MABEL'S  PROGRESS.    |    ANNE  FURNES8. 

TROLLOPE  (~T.  A]).— DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post's^o.  iiiust.  b"dI3^. 
TROWBRfDGE.— FARNELL'S  FOLLY :  "A  Novel.     By  J.  T.  Trow. 

BRIDGE.   Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2». 

f Yf  LER ■(CrC.~FRASER-).-MISWESS^nJDiTH  :   A  Novel.     By 

C.C.  Fraser-Tytler.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  '.i».  dtl, ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  tia, 

TYTLER~(SARAH)rNOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss.  each. 
THE  BRIDE'S  PASS.  I    BURIED  DIAMONDS. 

LADY  BELL. ^1    THE  BLACKHALL  GHOSTS. 

Post  8vo,  ill'istrateci  boards.  '2h.  each. 
-  WHAT  SHE   CAME  THROUGH.  I    BEAUTY  AND  THE  BEAST, 

CITOYENNE   JACQUELINE  |    DISAPPEARED. 

SAINT  MUNGO'S  CITY.  THE  HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 

NOBLESSE  OBLIGE. 


TJNDERHILL.-WALTER  BESANT  :  A  Study.    By  John  Underhill. 

With  Portraits.     Crown  8vo,  Irish  linen,  <»^.  ^Shortly. 

VASHTI  AND  ESTHER.     By  the'Writer  of  "Belle's"  Letters  in  The 

»  ir/ ;j        T- T7«l_ o 


World,    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 


VILLARL— A  DOUBLE  BOND.     By  Linda  Villari.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture 

cover.  Is.  

WAtFORDlEDWARD,  MTAOTWORKS  BY. 

»'    WALFORDS  COUNTY  FAMILIES  OF  THE  UNITED  KINGDOM  (1894).    Containing  the  Descent, 

Birth,    Marriaye,  Education,   Ac.   of  12,000   Heads  of  Families,  their  Heirs,  Offices,  Addresses, 

Clubs.  &c.     Royp.l  Hvo.  doth  pilr,  50$. 
WALFORD  S  WINDSOFw  PEERAGE.  BARONETAGE,  AND  KNIGHTAGE  0894).    Crowu  Svo,  cloth 

fN'n.  12s.  fd. 
WALFCRDS  SHILLING  PEERAGE   (1894).    Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of  Lords,  Scotch  and 

Iri^h  Peers,  dtc.     Tjmo.  cloth,  li. 
WALFORD  S   SHILLING  BARONETAGE  (1894).    Containinqr  a  List  of  the  Baronets  of  the  United 

KinEfdom,  BioEjraphical  Notir^s.  Addresses,  &c.'  32mo,  cloth.  Is. 
WALF()RD  S    BHtLLING    KNIGHTAGE  (1804).    Containing  a  List  of  the  Knights  of  the   United 

Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices.  Addres'^es.  &c.     ^2mo,  cloth,  l3. 
WALF()RDS  SHILLING  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  a894).    Containing  a  List  of  all  the  Members  of  the 

New  Par'inmpnt.  their  Addresses  Clubs,  &c.     32mo,  cloth.  Is. 
WAIFORD  S  COMPIiTE  PEERAGE.  BARONETAGE,  KNIGHTAGE,  AND   HOUSE  OF  COMMONS 

(13C41.     Royal  .^rnio,  cloth,  gilt  edg-es,  5s. IShor/ly. 

TAT-ES   OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. 

WALT'WHfTMAN,    POEMS     BY.       Edited,    with    Introduction,   by 
William  M.Rossetti.  With  Portrait.   Cr.Svo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  6s. 

WALTON'AND"  COTTON'S    COMPLETE  "ANGLER  ;   or,  The  Con- 

teinplative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  6i  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  antique,  7»,  6cl. 

WARDTHERBERTjrWORKS  BY." 

FIVE  YEARS  WITH  THE  CONGO  CANNIBALS.  With  92  Illustrations  by  the 
Author,  Victor  Perard,  and  W.  B.  Davis.   Third  ed.    Roy.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  14!«. 

MY  LIFE  WITH  STANLEY'S  REAR  GUARD.  With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller, 
F.R.G.S.     Post  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.  

WARNER.— A   ROUNMBdUT~JOURNEY.      By  Charles  Dudley 
Warner.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 


CHATTO    8c   WINDUS,    214,    PICCADILLY. 


WARRANT  TO   EXECUTE    CHARLES  I.    A  Facsimile,  with  the  59 

Signatures  and  Seals.     Piinled  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.    2s. 
WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE  MARY   QUEEN  OF  SCOTS.    A  Facsimile,  includinji 
r    Queen  Elizabeth's  Signature  and  the  Great  Seal,     tjs. 

WASSERMANN  (LILLIAS),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  DAFFODILS.    Cro%vn  tivo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  «d.  

THE  MARQUIS  OF  CARABAS.     By  Aaron  Watson  and  LilliaTWassermann". 
Post  bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

WEATHER,    HOW  TO  FORETELL  THE,  WITH  POCKETSPEC- 

TROSCOPE.     By  F.  W.  CoRV.     With  lo  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo.  Is.  ;  cloth,  1.*.  <i<l. 

WESTALL  (William).— TRUST-MONEY.     Three  V^l^cr^wrTsv^" 
WHIST.-HOW  TO  PLAY  SOLO  WHIST.      By  Abraham  S.  Wilks 

and  Charles  F.  Pardon.     New  Edition.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

WHITE.— THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  SELBORNE.     By  Gilbert 

White,  M.A.     Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  '^s. 

WILLIAMS  (W.  MATTTeU,  F.R.A.S.),  WORKS^Y 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.    Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 
A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.    With  lUusts.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Cro%vn  bvo,  cloth  extra,  9». 
A  VINDICATION   OF  PHRENOLOGY.     With  over  ^o  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo. 
cloth  extra.  12s.  6d.  [Shortly. 

WILLj^MSON  (MRS.  F.  H.).-A  CHILD  WIDOW.    Post  8vo,  bds.,  2s. 
WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S.E.),  WORKS  BY. 

CHAPTEKS  ON  EVOLUTION.   With  2'^q  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra  7s.  6d. 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp   2s.  Od. 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.     With  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra   6s. 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.     With  numerous  lilusts.     Cr.  Svo  cl  ex    6s. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  Is.:  cl.  l8.6d, 
GLIMPSES  OF  NATURE.  With  35  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3».  6d. 

WINTER    (J.    S.),    STORIES   BY.      Post  Svo,    illustrated    boards,  2s.  each; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

CAVALRY  LIFE.  |  REGIMENTAL  LEGENDS. 

A  SOLDIER'S  CHILDREN.  With  34  Illustrations  by  E.  G.  Thomson  and  E.  Stuart 
Hardy.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .'is.  6d. 

WISSMANN.^MY  SECOND  JOURNEY  THROUGH    EQUATORIAL 

AFRICA.     By  Hermann  von  Wissmaxn.     With  92  lilusts.     Demy  Svo,  16s. 
WOOD.— SABINA  :   A  Novel.     By  Lady  Wood.     Post  8 v^ "boards,  2s. 


WOOD  (H.  F.),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY.   Post  svo.  boards.  2s.  P.ch. 

PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.    |    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  gfAIN. 

WOOLLEY.— RACHEL   ARMSTRONG;    or,    Love  and   Theology.     By 
Celia  Parker  Woolley.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

WRIGHT   (THOMAS),    WORKS   BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extia,  T^d.  each. 
CARICATURE   HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.     With  ^oo  Caricatures,  Squibs   kc 
HISTORY    OF    CARICATURE   AND    OF    THE    GROTESQUE   IN  ART,  LITERA- 
TURE,  SCULPTURE^  AND  PAINTING.     Illustrated  bvF.  W.  Fairholt.  F. S. A. 

WYNMAN.— MY  FLIRTATIONS.     By  Margaret  Wynmax.    WiTh~7^ 

Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  .3»-.  6d. 

VATES    (EDMUND),  NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each~ 
^    LAND  AT   LAST.  (         THE   FORLORN   HOPE.      I      CASTAWAY. 

7OLA  (EMILE),  NOVELS  BY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each. 
^^    THE  DOWNFALL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.     Fourth  Edition,  Revised. 
THE  DREAM.    Translated  by  Eliza  Chase.    With  8  li'ustraticns  by'lEANxioT 
DOCTOR  PASCAL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.     With  Portrait  oi  the  Author 
MONEY.    Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly.  [Shurtly. 

EMILE   ZOLA :    A  Biography.    By  R.  H.  Sherard.    With  Portraits,  Illustrations. 
and  Facsimile  Leiter,    Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  12*. 
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THE  MAYFAIR  LIBRARY. 

A  Journey  Pound  My  Room.    By  Xavier 

DK   MAISTf.-K. 

?ulps  and  QulddiLios.    Bv  W.  D.  Adams. 
he  k^ony  Column  of  "The  Times." 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  Abridt-Miu^nt  oi 

"  Uiirtoii's  Aii;itiiniy  ol  MoUinrlioly." 
The  Spoechefi  of  Charles  Dickens. 
Poetical  Ingenuities.    By  W.  T.  Ddbson. 
The  Cupboard  Papers.    RyF.iN-Bp.c, 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    First  Skrikr. 
W.  S.  Cllbert's  Plays.    SproNO  Series. 
fiongs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Animals  and  Masters.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Social  Pressure.     Hv  Sir  A.  Hki.i-s. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.   H.  1.  Iinnint.s. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast-Table. 
Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Ki  wrr. 
Little  Essays:  fir>iii  Lamp's  Lmims. 

THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 
Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the  Echo 

Club. 
Bennett's  Ballad  History  of  Englan«». 
Bennett's  Sonjjs  for  Sailors. 
Godwin's  Lives  of  ihc  Necromancers. 
Pope's  Poetical  Works. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast  Table. 

THE  WANDERER'S   LIBRARY 

Wanderings  In  Patagonia.     By  Julius 

Ui- 1  )<(U)HM.     llliislraii'd. 
Camp  Notes.    By  I'Ri.  ni'.Kir.K  Boyi.r. 
Savage  Life.    By  Frkokrick  Boyi.e. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time.    By 

(..  Oamj  I..     lllnstr>.tcil  h)v  CtMnKSHANK. 
Circus  Life.    Bv  Thomas  Fkt.st. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    Thomas  pRr^sT. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London 

Pairs.     Hy  Thomas  I'kOST. 
Low-Life  Deeps.   Rv  1  amts  r.uKFNwonn. 


Post  8vo,  rloth  limp,  4*.  6*1.  per  Volume. 

Forensic  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  Larwooo. 

Theatrical  Anecdotes.    Jacob  LARWoon. 

Jouxd'Esprit.  Ldiu-d  by  Henry  S.  Leigh. 

Witch  Stories.     By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Ourselves.     By  R.  Lynn  Linton. 

Pastimes  &  Players.    By  R.  Macgrroor. 

New  Paul  and  Virginia.  W.H.Mai. lock. 

New  Republic.     By  W.  H.  Mai.lock. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.     By  H.  C.  Pjnnki.l. 

Pegasus  Be-Saddled.  By  H.  C.  Pknnkm.. 

Muses  of  Mayfalr.    Ed.  H.  C.  Pknnki.i-. 

Thoreau  :  His  Liff-&  Aims.  RyH.A.PAOK, 

Punlana.     By  Hon.  Hiir.H  Rowi.rv. 

More  Punlana.    By  Hon.  Huoh  Rowi.ry. 

The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 

By  Stream  and  Sea.     ISy  Wm    St  nior. 
I    Loaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Kotc-Book. 
'        By  Dr.  Ani>ri-,w  W'li-soN.         ^ 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  4».  pnr  Vohime. 

Jesse's  Scenes  of  Country  Llfa. 

Leigh    Hunt's    Tale    for    a    Chimney 
1      Corner. 
1  Mallory's  Mort  d'Arthur:  Sflections. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  &  Reflection*. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  S».  ©d.  each. 
Wilds  of  London.     Iamks  GkErvwoon. 
Tunis.  r,lif\.  HksseAVartkoo.  ssliliists. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
World  Behind  the  Scones.  r'.l'iT/MiERALO. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.  Hy  i..!'.  Hincston 
Story  of  London  Parks.  Jacor  La r wood. 
London  Characters.  Hy  Hinrv  M  avhkw. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer  Cruising  in   the  South  Seas. 

Bv  C.  \Vam?i:n   STonDARO.     lllnstrhfed. 


Harry  Flndyer  at  Cambridge. 
Jeff  Brlggs's  Love  Story.    Bkit  lUr-TE. 
Twinsof  Tabic  Mountain.  I'.iii  Har-ik. 
Snow-bound  at  Eagle's.  By  l.i;i  r  llAkTK. 
A  Day's  Tour.     Bv  I'l.  r<  v  Bn /(.i  kAi.n. 
Esther's  Glove.    By  R.  E.  FRANni.KON. 
Sentenced!     By  SoMKkvrn.E  Giunky. 
The  Professor's  Wife.    By  L.Grahaw. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's    Diamonds.      By 

1  III, IAN    llAWTIIOkNK. 

Niagara  Spray.    By  I.  Hom  iNr.sHRAn. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.    By 

lllAt-IKS    )  AMI    S. 

Garden  that  Paid  Rent.    Tom  Ifrrold. 
Cut  hy  the  Mess.     1-iy  Arthur  Khyser. 
Teresa  Itasca.     By  A.  MArAi.riNE. 
Our  Sensation  Novel.    1.  H.  McCarthy. 
Doom!     By  Justin  H.  MrCARTHY. 
Dolly.    By. Justin  H.  McCarthy. 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 

Lily  Lass.     Iikhn  H.  McCarthy. 
Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    By  W.  Minto. 
Notes  from  the  "News."    By  J  as.  Bayn. 
Beyond  the  Gates.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
01^  Maid's  Paradise.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Trooping  with  Crows.    By  C.  L.  Pirkis. 
Bible  Characters.     Uy  Charles  Reade. 
Rogues.    By  K.  H.  SnERARn. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live.     By  G.  R.Sims. 
Case  of  George  Candlemas.  G.  R.  Sims. 
Sandycroft  Mystery.    T.  W.  Speight. 
Hoodwinked.     By  T.  W.  Spek.ht. 
Father  Damien.    By  R.  L.  Stkvenson. 
A  Double  Bond.     Bv  Linda  Villari. 
My  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.  By 
Hrrrrrt  Ward. 


HANDY    NOVELS.      Fcrp.  Svo,  cloth  honrds,  1».  ««l.  fiach. 
The  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart.  A. St.Aubyn    I   Taken  from  the  Enemy.    H.  Newbolt. 
Modest  Little  Sara.     Aian  St.  Ausvn.    |    A  Lost  Soul.     By  W.  L.  Alden. 
Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephesus.  M.E.Coleridge.  |  Dr.  Pal  User's  Patient.  Grant  Allen. 
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MY     LI  BRAR  Y,     Printed  on  laid  paper,  post  Svo,  h.il.-Koxburghe.  3si,  (ill.  each. 
Four  Frenchwomen.  By  Austin  Dobson.   I   Christie  Johnstone.  By  Charles  Kbadb. 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William    I       With  a  Photosravnre  Frontispiece. 

Shakspearc,    Hv  \V.  S.  Lanpor.  I    Peg  WofRn^^ton.    Rv  Charles  REAnK. 

The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Ouerin.         I    The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb. 

THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.  Post  Svo.  priitcd  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.. -i*.  each. 
The  Essays  of  Elia.  By  Charles  Lamb.  White's  Natural  History  of  Selbornc. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Kditcdlty  loHM  Major.       Gulliver's  Travels,  and   The   Tale  of  a 


With  37llhi>:3.  by  George  Cruikshank. 
Whims  and  Oddities.  Bj Thomas  Hood. 

With  S^  Ilhistrations. 
The  Barber's  Chair,  and  The  Hedgehog 

Letters.     By  I^olglas  Jerrold. 
Gastronomy.    By  Brillat-Savaris. 
The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Lei^h  Hunt's  Essavs.    Ed.  E.  Ollivr. 


Tub.     By  Dean  Swift. 

The  Rivals,  School  for  Scandal,  and  other 
Plavs  by  Richard  Rrinsley  Sheridan. 

Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    J,  Larwood. 

Thomson's  Seasons.     Ilhistrated. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table 
and  The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast- 
Table.    Bv  Oliver  VVenf^eul  Holmes. 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 


LiBRART  Editions  of  N ->vei.=;.  many  Illu: 

By  F.  .n.  Ai.i.i:.>. 

Green  as  Grass. 

By  <;baat  AI.I.F.X. 

Philistla.  I  The  Tents  of  Shcm. 

Babylon  For  Maimie's  Sake. 

Strange  Stories.       1  The  Devil's  Die. 
Beckoning  Hand.    1  This  Mortal  Coil. 
In  all  Shades.         I  The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq's  Daughter.     Blood  Royal. 
The  Duchess  of  Powysland, 
Ivan  Greet's  Masterpiece. 

By  EOM  I>  I,.  AIS.\OI.D. 
Phra  the  Phoenician. 
The  CoTstable  of  St.  Nicholas. 

By  AI.A>   ST.  AIBW. 
A  Fellov/  of  Trinity.    The  Junior  Dean. 
The  Master  of  St.  Benedict'*. 

By  Her.  S.  BAKI.>«  OOL'I.D. 
Red  Spider.  I  Eve. 

i:y   ISOBF.BT    B\BR. 

In  Steamer  Chair    From  Whose  Bourne 

By  W.  BKSA.\T  A   J.  Bl<  K. 


By  Cella's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years' Tenant. 


My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
ThisSonofYulcan. 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay, 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WAI/FKB    Bi:^A>r. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room.      Herr  Paulus. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair     The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 

Children  of  Gibeon.  i     esse. 
Bell  of  St.  Paul's.   I  St.  Katherinc's  by 
To  Call   Her  Mine.  I     the  Tower. 
Verbena  Camellia  Stephanoti?. 

By  BOBFKT  BrC'IIA.>A>. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword.  I  Matt, 
A  Child  of  Nature.  '  Heir  of  Linne. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
God  and  the  Man.  I  The  New  Abelard. 
Love  Me  for  Ever.  Foxglove  Manor. 
Annan  Water.         I  Masterof  the  Mine. 

By  IIAI.r.   C  Ai.\E. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      i  The  Deemster. 


I  The  Holy  Rose. 
I  Armorel  of  Lyon- 


irated,  crown  Svo.  cloth  e^fra,  3*.  6d.  each. 
Bv  1IA«'I,ABE.\  t01SB%>. 
The  Red  Sultan. 
.^I«K  r.  A  FRA^TES  rOT.T^IXoi. 

Transmigration.  |  Blacksmith&Scholar. 
From  Midnight  to  br'    Inighi. 
,    Village  Comedy.     |  ;ou  Play  Me  False. 
Br  WII.KIF    COI.l, !.>.•«. 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"I  Sav  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 
Afcsr  Dark. 
No  Name. 
Antonina,  |  Basil. 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch, 
Miss  or  Mrs? 
New  Magdalen. 

By  in    rTO.>    COOK. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  FUWABU  11.  t'OOPER. 
Geoffory  Hamilton. 

Br  V.  C'Ft  11^    COTES. 
Two  Girls  on  a  Barge. 

By  .tIA TT    «'RI7I. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.    H.  i  ROKFR. 
Diana  Barrington,  I  PrettyMiss Neville. 
Proper  Pride.  A  Bird  of  Passage. 

A  FamilyLikeness.  |  ''To  Let." 

By   WII.I.IA.n    CVPJLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  .\l.l>llOX$E    DAIOET. 
The  Evangelist:  or,  Port  Salvation. 

Bv    EieA!<ni>i    UAWSO.'V. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

Br  J  A  TIF?*  I>E  JIII.LE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

Bv  .1.    FFiril    I>ERM  E>T. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  '     Circe's  Lovers. 

By   i>l4  li.    DO.^O%  A.>. 
Tracked  to  Doom. 
Man  from  Manchester, 

Bv  A.  <  <>\A\    OOVf>E. 
The  Firm  of  Oirdlestone. 
By   Tlrs.  A>.ME    ED  WARDER. 
Archie  Lovell. 

Br  U.    »l  I'VVIf.f.E    FEW. 
TheNew  Mistress.  |  Witness  to  the  Deed. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 
By  PERCY   FITZClEItAi,I>. 

Fatal  Zero. 

By  R.  E.  FBANCI1LI.ON. 

Qneen  Cophetua.      I  A  Real  Queen. 
One  by  One.  King  or  Knave. 

I  Ropes  of  Sand. 
Pref.bySirBAKTJLE  FllEKE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 
El*.  «Afi«l«E'rT — TheCapel  Girls. 

By  CIlARtiES  CilBBOi'V. 
Robin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  Shaft. 

Loving  a  Dream.    I  Of  High  Degree. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

By  E.  GJLANVII.l,E. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  I     The  Fossicker. 
A  Fair  Colonist.       | 

By  E.  3.  «00»MAN. 
The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne. 

By  CECIt.  OKIFFITM. 
Corinthia  Marazion. 

By  Sli'I&IVEir  GJBUNBY. 
The  Days  of  his  Vanity. 

By  TMOrriA^    HARBY 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET    HARTE. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains.    |     Sally  Dovjs. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs. 
Colonel  StaTbottle's  Client.  |         Susy. 
A  Protege  of  Jack  Hamlin's. 

By  JUXiIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  I  Dust. 

Ellice  Quentin.  Fortune's  Fool. 

Sebastian  Strome.  |  Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 
By  Sir  A.  IIEIjPS.— Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  ISAAC   HEIVBERSOJV. 
Agatha  Page. 

Bv  Mrs.  HIJNGERFORD. 
Ladv  Yerner's  Flight. 

g$y  Itlis.  Al.FKEB    HUIVT. 
The  Leaden  Casket.  I  Self-Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.  |  Mrs.  Juliet. 
By  R.  ASHE    ItflNG. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
«'The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

By  E.  ixY^NIV  EINTOIV. 
Patricia  Kcmball.  I  lone. 
Under  which  Lord?    Paston  Carew. 
"My  Love!"  I  Sowing  the  Wind 

Tlie  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 

By  HEIVBY    W.  I^CJCY. 
GiiJeon  Fleyce. 

Bv  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 

A  Fair  Saxon.  I  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 

Miss  Misanthrope.  I  Camiola. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain.  |  The  Dictator. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  CJEORGE  MACDONA1.B. 
Heather  and  Snow. 

By  AfSNES   1TIACBOIVEI.L,. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

By   BERTRAITI    ffllTFOIiBJ. 
The^Gun-Runner. 
The  Luck  of  Gerard  Ridgeley. 
Stephen  Renshaw's  Quests 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued. 
By  ».  CHRISTIE  ITIURRAY. 

Life's  Atonement.   I  Yal  Strange. 

Joseph's  Coat.  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire.  I  A  Model  Father. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero.    |  Time's  Revenges. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular.  I  Cynic  Fortuns, 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

Bob  Martin's  Little  Girl. 

By  ITIURRAY   &   HERMAN. 
The  Bishops'  Bible.  I  Paul  Jones's  Alias. 
One  Traveller  Returns. 

Bv  IIUiriE  NISBET. 
"Bail  Up!" 

By  OEOROES   OHNET. 
A  Weird  Gift. 

Bv  OUIBA. 


Two  Little  Wooden 

Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City, 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths.     I   Rumno. 
Pipistrello. 
AVillage  Commune 
Bimbi.     1  Wanda. 
Frescoes.  I  Othmar. 
In  Maremma. 
Syrlin.l  Guilderoy. 
Santa  Barbara. 
PAUIi. 


Held  in  Bondage 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin.    I    Puck. 
Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel.  i    Signa. 
Princess    Hapra'X'- 

ine. 

By  MARGARET  A 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES   PAYN. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
Less  Black  than  We're  Painted, 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  'and  Privation. 
The  Mysterv  of  Mirbridga 
The  Canon's  Ward 
Walter's  Word. 
By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
From  Exile. 
Glow-worm  Talcs 
Talk  of  the  Town. 


Holiday  Tasks. 
For  Cash  Only. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  tho 

Will. 
Sunny  Stories. 
A  Trying  Patient. 


By  E.  C.  PRICE. 

Yalentina.  j  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

By  R«CHARI>  PRYCE. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CIIAREES  REAOE. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

Put  Yourself  in  his  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation.   |    The  Jilt. 

Singleheart  and  Doubletace. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals, 

Hard  Cash.  I  Wandering  Heir. 

Peg  Woffington.       |  A  Woman-Hater. 

Christie  Johnstone. 


Griffith  Gaunt. 
Foul  Play. 


A  Simpleton. 

Readiana. 

A  Perilous  Secret, 
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The  Piccadilly  (^/G)  Novels — continued. 

By  Mrs.  3.  U.  B1JODES.1.. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
Weird  Stories.  , 

By  AiTlli:liIE   RIV£S. 
Barbara  Dering. 

By  F.  \V.  ROBIIVSOX. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  Tl'.  CI.AKIfc    RUSfiEffif .. 
Ocean  Tragedy.  |  My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 

By  jroiaiV    SALI^UERS. 
Guy  Waterman.      I    Two  Dreamers. 
Bound  to  Wheel.     I    Lion  in  the  Path. 
By  IvATfliAKlNE  J<AL'IV1>JL:KS. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock.         I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.        |  Sebastian. 

By  IlAUTiEY   SITIART. 
Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  R.  A.  STERrVI>Al.E. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BERTH  A    THOITIAS. 
Proud  Maisie.  |  The  Yiolin-player. 


j    The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 
I     By  FRA.>C!E«   E.  TROr,r.OP£. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.         |  Mabel's  Progress, 
By  IVAN   TrRCJE.NaEFE,  Arc. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 
By  AISTHO^  V   TROI.I.OPE. 

Frau  Frohmann.     I  Land-Leaguers. 
:    Marion  Fay.  |  The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
;    Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
,       By  €'.  V.  EKASER-TVTEER. 

Mistress  Judith. 
!  Br  SAitAIff  TITI.ER. 

The  Bride's  Pass.    I  Lady  Bell. 

Buried  Diamonds.  |   Blackball  Ghosts, 
By   .HARK  TUA1.\. 

The  American  Claimant. 
I    The  £1,000,000  Bank-note. 

By  J.  ?^.  WINTER. 

A  Soldier's  Children. 
I        By  :il  ARC  A  RET   WYIVITIAIV, 
I    My  flirtations. 
I  By  E.   ZOIiA. 

The  Downfall.         I      Dr.  Pascal. 
'    The  Dream.  |      Money. 


CHEAP   EDITFONS   OF   POPULAR   NOVELS. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3sj.  each. 

By  ARTE.lirS   WARD. 

Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  EBxTlONU  ABOUT. 

The  Fellah. 

By  I1AITIII.TOIV   AI»E. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.   |  Confidences. 
By  iTIARV    Al.B5iRT. 
Brooke  Finchley's  Daughter. 

By  iUi-.s.  AI>EAANI5EK. 
Maid,Wife,orWidow?  I  Valerie'   Fate. 

By  GRANT  ALIjE'V. 
Strange  Stories.       I  The  Devil's  Die. 
Philistia.  This  Mortal  Coil. 

Babylon.  I  In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 
For  Maimie's  Sake.  |  Tents  of  Shem. 
Grcp.t  Taboo.   I   Dumaresq's  Daughter. 

By    E.    J.E.STER    ARN01.1>. 
Phra  the  Phoenician. 

By  AI.AIV  ST.  ArBVIV. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.  |  The  Junior  Dean. 

Kv  R<v.  S.  BAR  INC}  CiOLEB. 
Red  Spider.  j  Eve. 

By  FRANK   BARRETT. 
Fettered  for  Life. 
Between  Life  and  Death. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich. 
Folly  Morrison.  {Honest  Davie. 
Lieiit.  Barnabas.  A  Prodigal's  Progress. 
Found  Guilty.  I  A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 
For  Love  and  Honour. 
John  Ford ;  and  His  Helpmate. 
Little  Lady  Linton. 

By  W.  BESANT  &  .1.  Rl€  E. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
•Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelpma. 
The  Seamy  Silie. 
Ten  Years' Tenant. 


By  ^VAI.TER   BE  S  A  NT. 

Dorothy  Forster.     I  Uncle  Jack. 

Children  of  Gibeon.  |  Herr  Paulus. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 

The  Captains'  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

To  Call  Her  Mine. 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's.  |  The  Holy  Rose. 

Armorel  of  Lycnesse. 

St.  Katherine's  by  the  Tower. 

BySIlEESEE  V  BEAUCIIAITIP. 

Grantley  Grange. 

Siy  ATIBJIOSE  BIERCE. 
In  the  Midst  of  Life. 

By  FREBERBl'K  BOVEE. 
Camp  Notes.  |  Savage  Life. 

Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land. 

Ry  BKET    IIARTE. 
Californian  Stories.  |  Gabriel  Conroy. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog.  I  Flip. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp.  |  Maruja, 
A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

By  llAROEE>   BR\  BOES. 
Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

B5y  ROBERT    BUCHANAN. 
The  Shadow  of  the    The  Martyrdom  of 

Sword.  Madeline. 

A  Child  of  Nature.    Annan  Water. 
God  and  the  Man.    The  New  Abelard. 
Love  Me  for  Ever.  |  Matt. 
Foxglove  Manor.     1  The  Heir  of  Linne. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

By  lEAEE    CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      j  The  Deemster. 

B5y  C'oiiiiiinu«l«-r  4JAl?IERON. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "Black  Prince." 
By  lUiv*.  EOVETT  CAiTJERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.      i  Juliet's  Guardian. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— co7»h«Hcrf. 
By  AUSTIN   CL.AR£. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

JBy  IVIi's.  ABCII£R  ClilTE. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

By  MACIiAKEN   COBBAIV. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

By  C.  AI.I.STON   COt.IL.IIVS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

]1IOBT.  &  FRANCES  COIif.INS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
Fight  wtth  Fortune.  |  Village  Comedy. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  I  You  Play  me  False. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar.  |  Frances. 
By  IVIIiKlE    COI.EIIVS. 


My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"I  Say  No." 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 
After  Dark. 
No  Name. 
Antonina.  |   Basil. 
Hid 3  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
Miss  or  Mrs? 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Haunted  Hotel. 
A  Rogue's  Life. 

By  HI.  J.  COIiQUIIOUN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  DUTTOIV  COOK. 
Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By    C.  E«BEBT    CKAI>1>0<  K. 
Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  i?iA'l'T    VnHJl. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  n.  CK014EK. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville,  i  Bird  of  Passage. 
Diana  Harrington.      Proper  Pride. 
"To  Let."  I 

By  \%.  CYPIiES.— Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALl'IIONSE    BIAIBET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 
Bv  EBASinUS  WAWSON. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JAHSES  BE   1TIII.I.E. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  .1.  I.EITII   BERAVENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers. 

Bv  CBIAKt,ES    BICBvENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz.     I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.    I  Nicholas  Nickleby. 

By  DiClt  BO  NO  VAN. 
The  Man-Hunter.    |  Caught  at  Lastl 
Tracked  and  Taken.  |  Wanted  ! 
Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 
The  Man  from  Manchester. 
A  Detective's  Triumphs. 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
From  Information  Received. 
Tracked  to  Doom.  |    Link  by  Link. 
Suspicion  Aroused. 
By  lUis.  ANNIE  EBWARBES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  Lovell. 
By  M.  BETIl-%:tl-EBWARBS. 
Felicia.  I  Kitty. 

By  EBW.  EGCJI.ESTOIV.-Roxy. 


Two- Shilling  Kov els— continued. 

By  «.   MANVIIiEE   FENN. 
The  New  Mistress. 
By  PERCK^  FITZOERAIjB. 

Bella  Donna.  I  Polly. 

Never  Forgotten,     |  Fatal  Zero. 

The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 

Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 

The  Lady  of  Brantorae. 

By  P.    FITZf;}ERAL.D  and  others. 

Strange  Secrets. 

Aff.BANV    BE    FONBEANQUE. 

Filthy  Ludre. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCIEEON. 
Olympia.  I  Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.  King  or  Knave? 

A  Real  Queen.  |  Romances  of  Law. 

By    IIAROI.O   FREDERICK. 
Seth's  Brother's  Wife.  |    Lawton  Girl. 
Pief.  by  Siv  BARTEE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 
MAIN  li-RISWEEI^.-One  of  Two. 

By  EBWARB  OARRE TT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

By  «BI.B3ERT  OAUE. 
A  Str.nnge  M^nucor'pt. 

By  CaiIARI.ES   C^IBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  i  In  Honour  Bound. 

Fancy  Free. 


Flower  of  Forest. 
Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  Delight. 
Blood-Money. 


For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What      will      the 

World  Say? 
In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
Queen  of  Meadow. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Dead  Heart. 

By  Wil.f.IAIU   C^IEBERT. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  I  James  Duke. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

By    liKNEST   GEANVIEEE. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  |  The  Fossicker. 
By  HENRY  OREVIEEE. 
A  Noble  Woman.      1   Nikanor. 

By  .JO BIN   IIABBERTON. 
Brueton's  Bayou.    1  Country  Luck. 

By  ANBKEAV  HAEEIBAV. 
Every-Day  Papers. 

By  Eady  BUFFUS   IIARBY. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

By  TIIOITIAS  IIARBIT. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 
By  J.  BERWICK  IIARWOOD. 
The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  JUEIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  Sebastian  Strome. 

Ellice  Quentln.  Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool.  Beatrix  Randolph. 

Miss  Cadogna.  Love— or  a  Name. 

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR   HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

By    IIENRV    HEKHIAN. 
A  Leading  Lady. 
By.lOHN  II iL,E.— Treason-Felony. 

By  ITIis.  CASIIEE    IIOEV. 
The  Lover's  Creed. 
By  Mix.  C^FORGE  HOOPER. 
The  House  of  Raby. 
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Two-Shii>ling  Novels — continued. 

Bt  TIGHE    HOPKINS. 
'Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

Bv  Mrs.  IIL.XUERFORD. 
A  Maiden  all  Forlorn. 
In  Durance  Yile.    I    A  Mental  Struggle. 
Marvel.  |    A  Modern  Circe. 

By  ITfrs.  AJ^FKEW   HL':VT. 
Thornlcroft's  Model.  I  Self-Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.    I  Leaden  Casket. 

By  JEA.-V  IIV«Et.OW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  Wll^LIAM  JAJIESOX. 
My  Dead  Self. 

By  HARRIETT  JAY. 
Dark  Colleen.  |     Queen  of  Connaught. 

By  .TIARIv    KER«I$IIA\<I . 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  II.  ASI5E    MSXC 
A  Drawn  Game.      i  Passion's  Slave. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 
Bell  Barry. 
By  JOIirV  liEYS.-The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  liYIV.X    l.lXTO.\. 
Patricia  Kemball.  I  Paston  Carew. 
World  Weil  Lost.      '-My  Love  I" 
Under  which  Lord?  I  lone. 
The  Atonement  of  Leara  Dundas. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 

By  IIE]\Rir   W.  LLtY. 
Gideon  Fieyca. 

sSf  .5L?»t'a:V    ITJcCARTEIY. 
A  Fair  Saxon.  I  Donna  Quixote. 

L'nley  Rochford.     i  Maid  of  Athens. 
Miss  Misanthrope,  i  Camiola. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Waterdfctie  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Efiy  UL'€;Efl  JlA<'COL.ri. 
Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet. 

Ky  Aft.-VES  illA€I>0.\EEI.. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

it^kTIfiAKSNE    S.  ITIACQIOID. 
The  Evil  Eye.  |  Lost  Rose. 

I5y  \i\  H.  MAl.I.«€iv. 
The  New  Republic. 

By  FI.OKEME    .TIARKYAT. 
Open!   Sesame!        |  Fighting  the  Air. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Written  in  Fire. 

By  J.    TaASTERJIAIV. 
Haifa-dozen  Daughters. 
By  BJBAM>Eli  xllATTHE^VS. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  I^b:<>.\AKl>   iiaERRICK. 
The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  JEAX   illlBOl.E-TlASS. 
Touch  and  Go.         |  Mr.  Dorillion. 

By  Jlrs.  HOEES  WORTH. 
Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  illlOBOCIfc. 
Stories  Weird  and  Y/cndsrful. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret. 
From  the  Bosom  of  the  Deep. 

Ky    UFRKAV  and    HEKJIAX. 
One  Traveller  Returns, 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 
Bv  ».  CHRISTIE  -TirRHAY. 

A  Model  Father.      1  Old  Blazer's  Here. 

Joseph's  Coat.  I  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire.  Way  of  the  World. 

Yal  Strange.  I  Cynic  Fortune. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 

By  the  Gats  of  the  Sea. 

s   Bit  of  Humnn  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

By  IlEXRY    .UFRRAY. 
A  Game  of  Bluff. 

By  HU.IIE  IVISRET. 
"Bail  Up!"  I  Dr.  Bernard  St.  Vincent. 

By  ALICE    OIIAXEO.>. 
The  Unforeseen.      |  Chance?  or  Fate? 

By  OEOR€;EH  OHIVET. 
Dr.  Raraeau.  i  Last  Love.  |  Weird  Gift. 

By  Mrs.  OI.IPHA.'NT. 
Whiteladies.  |  The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 
By   ITIrs.  ROBERT   0*BEIi,L,V. 
Phcebe's  Fortunes. 

By  OriBA. 
H2ld  in  Bondage.     Two  Little  Wooden 


Strathmore. 
Chandos.  |  Idaiia. 
Under  Two  Flags. 
CecilCastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin.     |  Puck. 
FoUe  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 


Shoes. 

Friendship. 

Moths.     I     Bimbi. 

Pipistrello. 

A    Village    Com- 
mune. 

V/anda.  ]  JOthmar. 

Frescoes. 

'n  Maremma. 


Signa.  [ine.    Guilderoy. 

Princess    Naprax-    Ruffino.    |    Syrlir, 


In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 


Ouida's     Wisdom 
Wit,  and  Pathoi. 


MARGARi:T  AGXES  PAL'E. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JA.UES   PAYN. 
Bentinck's  Tutor,    i  By  Proxy. 


Mui'phy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

Fostar  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

£200  Reward. 

Marine  Residence. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd 

A  V/oman's  Vengeance. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

Gv/andoline's  Harvest. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

The  Mysterv  of  Mirbridge. 

The  Word  and  the  Will. 

A  Prince  of  tlio  Blood. 


Under  One  Roof. 
High  Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
From  Exile. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward 
Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
What  He  Cost  Her. 
Confidential  Ageni. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
Sunny  Stories. 


32 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY  CHATTO  ic  WINDUS. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  V,  L,.  JPIKKIS. 
Lady  Lovelace. 

Br  EOOAK  A.  POE. 

9We  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 
By   Tin*.  CA.tlPBEI.I.  £»KAEI>. 

The  Romance  of  a  Station. 
The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 
By  E.  C.  JPKIt  K. 
Yalentina.  '  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival.     Gerald. 

By  KICHAKD    PBIXE. 
Hiss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  tilAKf.ES  KEABE. 
It  is  Sever  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
Christie  Johnstone.    Double  Marriage. 
Put  Yourself  in  Kis  Place. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love.    The  Jilt, 
Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
A  Terrible  Temptation.     '<      Fonl  Play. 
The  Wandering  Heir.    I  Hard  Cash. 
Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 
Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 
Peg  Woffington.       |  A  Simpleton. 
Griffith  Gaunt.         !  Readiana. 
A  Perilous  Secret.    A  Woman-Hater. 

By  :TIr««.  J.  II.  RIBDEEE. 
Weird  Stories.  Fairy  Water. 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
T^e  Uninhabited  House. 
The  Mystery  In  Palace  Gardens. 
The  Han's  Curse*     i     Idle  Tales. 
By  F.  W.  ROBI.VrtO.'V. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JATIE?"*   Kt.>rCI.nA.\. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart, 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  CEAKK    RL'MSEEL. 
Round  the  Galley  Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
In  the  Middle  V/atch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 
Tho  Mystery  of  the  "'Ocean  Star." 
The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 
OEORC^E   AVfiLriTVfi  »IAI.A. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JO!I.\   HAL.-VDERH. 
Guy  Waterman.        Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
«y  K ATflARIXE   HA  l.^DER?*. 
Joan  Merry  weather.    Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.         I  Sebastian. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

By  OEOKC^E    R.  HtJm, 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day.   {  Dramas  of  Life. 
Tinkletcp's  Crime. 
Zeph :  A  Circui  Stcry. 


Two-Shu-ling  Novels — continued. 

By  ARTHUR  HJCETCIIEE  V. 
A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By  IIAUI.EV  H:nABT. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  W.  .-"iPEIOIIT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
The  Golden  Hoop,  i  By  Devious  Ways. 
Hoodwinked,  &c.     i  Back  to  Life. 
The  Loudwater  Tragedy. 

15  V   K.  A.  STER.XBAEE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  II.  EOLl!>«   STEVENSON. 
Hew  Arabian  Nights.  |    Prince  Otto. 
BV  BERTHA  THO.tIA«*. 
Cresslda.  Proud  Maisie.  Violin-player. 

By  UAETER  TH<>R.>BtK*. 
Tales  for  Marines.. Old  Stories  Re-told. 

T.  ABOEPHi;.**  TROEEOPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 
By  F.  EI/EA.\OR  TROEEOPE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness.         ,  Mabel's  Progress. 

By  A-\THOXlt'   TROEEOPE. 
Frau  Frohmann.     I  Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Marion  Fay.  I  John  Caldigate. 

Way  We  Live  Now.  |  Land-Leaguers. 
The  Amecican  Senator. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

By  J.  T.  TROWBRIDOE. 
Farnell's  Folly. 

By  IVA.V  TER0E:VIEFF,  Arc. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 
By  .UARa^   TUAE-V. 
A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent. 
The  Gilded  Age.      |  Huckleberry  Finn. 
Mark  Twain's  Sketches. 
Tom  Sawyer.  I  A  Tramp  Abroad. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court  of  Kin^  Arth'T-. 

By  C.  t.  ERASE R-TVTEEBt. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  ?*ARAII   TYTEER. 
The  Bride's  Pass,    j  Tfoblesse  Oblige. 
Buried  Diamonds.  |  Disappeared. 
Saint Mungo'sCity.  1  Huguenot  Family. 
Lady  Bell.  '  Blackhall  Gho&ts. 

What  She  Came  Through. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Citoyenna  Jaqueline. 

By   AARO>    WATSON   nnd 
EIEEffAS  ^VAH«*ER.TIA.">f.\. 
The  Marquis  cf  Carabas. 
By  yiTH.  F.  II.  WIEEIA.IISO.X. 
A  Child  Widow. 

By  J.  S.  ^'E"VTER. 
Cavalry  Life.       |  Regimental  Legends, 

By  If.  F.  wool*. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

Mir  Eady  %V001>. 
Sab  in  a. 

TEEIA  PARKER  WOOEEET. 
Eachcl  Armstrong;  cr,  I^/ve  2c  Thf;ology. 

By  EO.nE.\I>   VATES. 
The  Forlorn  Hope.  1  Land  at  Last, 
Castaway. 
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